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PKEFACE

The writing of this book, especially of the leust

cha]iters, in all their heart-breaking sadness, has been
for me a most diihcult task. The very title, however,

compelled me to explain how it came about that in later

years my brother led such a lonely life. At heart every

man tif genius is and remains loneh', but Nietzsche, of

all men, had no need of loneliness in his relations with

the w«irld. lie was always regarded as a most lovable

personality, and in his youth he was surrounded by a

large circle of friends, who idolised him even if they did

n/)t understand him. In order to make this plain, I have

tieen force<l to tell of much painful and unpletisant treat-

ment suffered by my brother. I would rather have

pjissed this over, but after all I, more than anyone, am
in fluty bouml to repel attacks, to remove errore, and to

jiortray the facts and experiences of my brother’s life

with the most scrupulous accuracy ; for no one stood so

near to my brother as I diil. Miiny details of his career

and individual traits will here be descrilied for the first

time. I’lie attentive reader will remember how great a

value Nietzsche set upon the recital of individual experi-

ences, and even of traits that ajipeared trivial. Such

things, he was convinced, gave the world a better idea

of a })hilosopher than the subtlest expositions of his

teachings.

The reason why*my narrative was so detailed was that

1 saw hpw ]ieople had often formed an entirely false

impression of Nietzsche. There is no doubt that such

false impressions were often the result of malice afore-
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thought. Some, for instance, who believe these mis-

representations, speak of “ The unhappy Nietzsche ”

;

they ignore all his priceless avowals that " he felt himself

overflowing with happiness,” and forget that he writes in

Zarathustra, “ They divine nothing of my roaring torrent

of happiness.” True, his soul possessed an inconceivable

capacity for sorrow
;
but one who can suffer so deeply

must also know the sensations ofjoy in their noblest and
loftiest form.

Unfortunately, my brother’s letters, though full of life

and colour, also often give a false picture. Professor

HofmiiUer remarks, with great subtlety, that in

Nietzsche’s correspondence the addressees fade away
into nothingness. My brother’s most free-and-easy

letters, in his later years, were those to his mother and
sister, and to Peter Gnst. In other cases, however, his

regard for the feelings of the j>erson addressed often

alters his mode of exjnmsion. Thus ho is fur too con-

siderate towards the two Overbecks, with theyr^njdeasanU

suggestions and innuendoes. Once, when he was feeling

happy about his convalescence, he wrote to me : "Please
be very careful in writing to Overl)eck. Strange to say,

he seems to assume that the Bslle authorities mean to

pay my pension (mly while I am ill
; he hints here and

there that if I get well I shall have to lo«»k for a post

again. That w'ould mean the loss of all that I have
gained up to the j)reseiit. So pray he careful ! It is

only on my bad days that I write to OverU-ck—or, in

fact, to anyone
; that is why there is so much grumbling

in my letters.’ Fnau this passage, however, we see how
seldom he comjdains aliout his had health in his letters.

He uses his frec^uent imlisposition as a pretext against
importunate or unsympathetic acquaintances. Goethe
also used to go to bed and play the invalid when an
unwelcome visitor was announced. *Thi.s ])retence or

being unwell was j)erha[)S the only mask that my brother
ever wore. Otherwise I quite rfgree with Professor
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Kaftan, that his amiability in intercourse was never

a mask, but simply the natural expression of his

personality.

In the present book I have also been forced to repel

several attacks, yet I have not devoted much space to

this feature ; for those attacks of Nietzsche’s last years

are mainly derived from one book, Heir G. A. Bernoulli’s

Overbeck-Nietzsche, and this book has since been recognised

as devoid of all significance. Nevertheless, the story of

how that book came into being is not without interest,

and may be told in a few words.

On October 15th, 1903, Herr C. A. Bernoulli, accom-

panied by Professor Dr. Budolf Burckhardt, of B51e,

came to assist at the opening of the new rooms in the

Nietzsche Archive at Weimar. Owing to a misunder-

standing, I assumed that Herr O. A. Bernoulli had come
at the request of Professor Overlook of Bfile. Great

was my astonishnieut when Herr Bernoulli, on my
expressing regret that Professor Overbeck had not come
*himself, aiiflx^'ered :

'• You have no need to regret that,

for Overheck is an enemy of Nietzsche, not a friend.”

dn that same day, in the evening, he violently attacked

Overbt'ck in the jnvsenee of Peter Gast and other

witnesses, vjiereupai Gast felt himself obliged to speak

warmly in Oveiiieck's defence. Till then, nothing had

ever been sjiid against Oveiia'ck—let alone jmblished

—

in the Nietzsche Archive. 1 had always expected that

Overheck would make amends for his numerous sins

against Nietzsche’s memory. Shortly after the above-

meutionetl ceremony Herr Bernoulli wrote an enthusiastic,

highly poetiad article about it in the leading Zuiich

newspajier. Two years later his whole attitude was

reverstMl. Profes-sor 0\eii)eck, who had no inkling of

Bernoulli’s venlict upon him at the Nietzsche Archive,

had metinwhile fixed ujwn Bernoulli as editor of the

Overliec;^ - Nietzsche com*spondence. Bernoulli now

vehemently asssvileil, the Nietzsche Archive, and extolled
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Overbeck as I^ietzsche’s best friend. In order to

prove this, he compiled the volume called Overbeck-

Nietzsche. This book shows great fertility of invention

;

starting from a standpoint of utter ignorance it con*

stantly flies in the face of fact and indulges in the most
shameless libels. The son of my brother’s friend, Erwin
Bohde, expressly reproaches Bernoulli with coarse mis-

representations, closing his protest with the words :
“ I

am flrmly convinced that Overl)eck would have severely

condemned Bernoulli's disregard of truth and defamation

of my father’s memory !

”
I, too, am firmly convinced

that Overbeck would have severely condemned the book
not only on this account, but also on others.

Bernoulli’s book gave little pleasure to its author, and
unfortunately did potw Overl>eck a great deal of harm.

A distinguished scholar wrote to me :
“ Old Overljeck,

for whose sake the volume was written, has lost his

scientific and personal reputation through this very

book.” Professor R. Meyer concludes bis mpst adverse,

criticism of OverbeckSictzsche with these words : “Iii

short, the book is enough to make one weep—^but not

Nietzsche’s sake.
”

Herr Bernoulli, in fact, had suffered the same fate as

the dwarf Mime in the Siegfried story
;
what he said in

his book was quite different from what he intended to

say. In two stout volumes he endeavoured to portray

Overbeck’s friendship for Nietzsche, yet everyone who
has managed to get through those tedious volumes has

discovered Bernoulli’s real opinion—that Overbeck was
an enemy, not a friend, of Nietzsche. Was he really an
enemy ? My view is different. Iii many respects the

present book will supply an answer, although I have
omitted a much documented chajiter entitled “ Was
Overbeck a friend ? ” as I intend to publish it elsewhere.

A kindly destiny has ordained that nly brother should

not live to know a deep disappointment from one in

whom he reposed boundless confidence.
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I am not repelling any of the attacks to which 1 my-
self have been exposed. In order to wound me, some

have published so-called drafts from my brother’s letters,

all of which were invented or forged !

To explain the feud between the house of Overbeck

and the Nietzsche Archive, I may quote the first words

of Overbeck’s Iteminiscences

:

“ Nietzsche was not a great

man in the tiue sense of the word.” Professor Budolf

Burckhardt on one occasion asked Overbeck what he

really had to reproach Nietzsche’s sister with, seeing

that she had founded the Nietzsche Archive under great

difficulties, and directed it with scrupulous conscientious-

ness. Overbeck w'as greatly disconcerted by this

question. “ Well, well,” he answered, after some

hesitation, “that is just what I reproach her with

—

this Nietzsche Archive ! It’s a ridiculous idea. She

regards her brother as a genius, and thinks aU his stray

jottings are valuable.” Kudolf reported this conversa-

tion to me„and ssiid with a smile :
“ That reproach need

mot make you feel uneasy.” Accordingly the main bone

o4 contention is this—that the Overbeck party and the

Nietzsche Archive set a different value upon the great-

ness of Friedrich Nietzsche. This explains much, if not

all, of the hostility shown towards the Archive and

towards myself.
•/

During the first years after my retum from Paraguay

I was often asked :
“ What sort of a man was your

brother ? ” As 1 remarked to Rohde, how absurd it was

to expect me to explain that in a tew words. “ Yes,”

said Rohde, “ that is impossible, but we can explain it

by some verses of his.” Then he recited

:

“ Lost at his joy our gorge should rise

He cloaks himself iu devil’s guise,

Devil’s wit and dovil’s dress.

All tn vain ! For through his eyes

Shines the ray of holiness.”

“ Yes,” he said softly,* “ Nietzsche was a saint in disguise.”
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That was Rohde’s opinion, and in soi^e respects it is

mine—^but not in all, for he was far more than can be
expressed in words. On August 28th, 1900, when my
beloved brother was buried in our family vault at Bocken,
Peter 6ast addressed the dead man, whom he revered

so highly, in words that will be graven in my heart for

ever

:

“ But we, who had the supreme privilege of coming
into close contact with you in your daily life, we know
only too well that no written word can reproduce the
spell which your nature cast over others. That spell is

gone for ever.
“ The message uttered by your eyes and lips was all

kindness and forbearance, it was a concealment of vour
majesty: to quote one of your tenderest sayings, you
sought to spare us shame. For the wealth of your
intellect, the impulse of your heart to give joy to others

—who of us could have brought you anything to match
them ?

«> • •

“ You were one of the noblest and purest spirits th%t

ever walked this eaiiili.
,

“ And though this is known to friend and foe alike, I
cannot think it superfluous to declare this truth at your
graveside. For we know the wf»rld, \fe know the
fate of Spinoza. Even Nietzsche’s memory might be
blackened by posterity. And that is why I conclude
with the words : ‘ Peace be to your ashes ! May your
name be holy to all future generations !

’ ”

ELISABETH FOESTER-NIETZSCHE.

WEiacAR, Nietzsche Archive,

October 15M, 1913.
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() man ! Take heed !

What saith deep midnight’s voice indeed ?

“ I slept my sleep—,
“ From deepest dream I’ve woke, and plead :

“ The world is deep,

“ And deeper than the day could read.

“ Deep is its woe—

,

“ Joy—doeper still than grief can be :

“ Woe saith : Hence I Go !

“ But joys all want eternity-,
“—^Waat deep, profound eternity !

”





CHAPTER I

TRANSITIONS

When my brother left Bayreuth in August, 1876, after

the performances of the “ Der Ring des Nibelungen/’ he
was in the strangest of moods. He kept on asking
himself continually ;

‘‘ How was it that I suddenly felt

such a boundless dissatisfaction with everything—that I

was seized with disgust and ran away from it all ? ” In

a later note this astonishment and the explanation he
made to himself at the time are clearly expressed :

“ What really was it that came over me at this moment ?

1 did not understand myself, but the impulse was like a
command. It seems as if we were controlled by our

destiny of tlie dim future ; for a long time our lives are

biAt riddles to us. The choice between alternatives, the
graj^ping and sudden desiring, the rejection of what we
like most or even revere most ; such things terrify us, as

if here and there some independent will leapt out of us,

something moSdy, insane and volcanic. Yet it is only

our higher reason, the prevision of our future task.”

Frr)m his early youth an ideal, a wonderful, secret, still

veiled ideal, had hovered before my brother. He looked
for the ideal leader, one who might bring the type
man ” to a higher stage of perfection. He had tried to

mould Democritus, the pre-Socratics and especially

Heraclitus into the form of his ideal leader. But it was
above all in Schopenhauer and Wagner that these lofty

aspirations had been centred. He never knew Schopen-
hauer personally, and was thus perhaps spared a dis-

appointment. Richard Wagner, however, in the halo

which suiTounded him at Tribschen, far from all the
petty conflicts and money troubles that robbed him of so

L.N. B
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much of his greatness, might well have appeared as that

ideal leader. We understand why Nietzsche could then

say that in Wagner’s presence he felt himself brought
near to the divine.

For the sake of this ideal picture he had suppressed his

individual tastes and, with secret sorrow, renounced many
an opinion peculiarly his own ; but since Bayreuth it

no longer answered to his highest aspirations, and had
begun to fade. From the depths of his soul his {lersonal

feelings now burst forth with a certain vehemence. The
enthusiastic days of his youth were over, his gigantic

life-task, with its .stern challenge, strsMl l)t‘fore him, and
he had no more time to squander on others.

What was it really that repelled him in Wagner's
music and ma<le him scent corruption ? “The violation

of all the hijiher laws of stvlo’’ ;
“ the degeneration of all

feeling for rhythm ”
; the r<*ckle.ssness, tlu* luck of form

and re|K)se in ever}’ bar, the attempt to j*f»rtray a {MUision

which is really the havest gra<le of a‘stht;tio harharlsnu ’

;

“the restless, tiuctuating, wavering element that per-

meates the Wagnerian music”
;
“ the dearth of melo^v ”

;

“the continual rei»etition of themes and recitatives,

which might reduce the most patient to despair.” Much
should be expunged as “ arbitrary and su^rfluous. " He
considered it a piece ofarrogance on Wagner’s pari to look

upon his work as “ necessary ” in all its minutest details.

Wagner had no right to claim for his ojreras that artistic

necessity which allows of no omission or abridgment.

It has often been said that Nietzsche was not enough of
a musician to appreciate Wagner’s music properly. My
brother’s exaggerated praise of Gast’s music has so far

found no vindication, and this has been cited as a proof

of his defective musical judgment. But all who have
read my brother’s marginal notes to the piano score of
Carmen have retracted the above opinions with shame,
and confessed that these notes prove him a rilusical critic

of rare discernment. *
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My brother’s violent distaste for the Ring was un-

doubtedly based to some extent on ethical and aesthetic

considerations as well as upon musical grounds. Such

were “the dilution ofthe Edda saga by j)erverse traits from

French Romanticism,” e.g., in regard to Siegfried’s origin,

and “ the tumult of the distnicted senses, amid which our

vision is dangerously led astray by the mists and veils

of an excessive sensuality. Altogether these Wagnerian

operatic figures, with their “ erotic obsession,” seemed to

him like “ wild lieasts with occasional fits of tenderness

and melancholy.” Finally, his antipathy finds vent in

the following outburst ;
“ Wotan, wrathful disgust—^a

fig f«>r the world ! Brunnbilde loves—a fig fi>r the world 1

Siegfried loves—what cjires he for the means of deception ?

So it is with Wotan. How 1 loathe it all !

”

Yet with all his essential hatred of theatricality,

Nietzsche was never tired of ]>raising isolatwl passjiges in

Wagners nm.sic as w<»nderfully l)Cautiful and alfecting.

of the.sif was the scene ladween Siegfried and the

Rhine-daughters, which we sometimes tried to sing on

ourjonely walks. “Fits of beauty : the Rhiue-danfrhter

scones, dim lights, a w'ealth of colour as under an autumn

sun, a brightness in the landscaj)e, with a blending of

fiery reds and puq)les, of melancholy yellows and greens.
”

Nothing, luiwever, in the Wagnerian music could com-

pensate Nietzsche for its rfwt defect : the pervading atmo-

sphero of hothouse sensuality. He delighted in strong,

healthy and cheerful senses, kept within bounds by joy,

pride and gladness, such gladness as the strong horseman

feels in curbing a fiery steed. The mnsic he desired

was acconlingly one full of happiness, pride, high spii’its,

limpidezza, a music of gigantic power, but held in restraint

by the highest laws of style. He had expected such

music from Wagner, the creator of Siegfried, but he

had certainly not found it at Bayreuth.

He noMP tried to interpret to himself these conflicting

emotions, and the fiv^ weeks spent in B^le between

B 2
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Bayreuth and his visit to Italy were a gloomy period.

The following passage occurs in his reply to a telegram

from Wagner, asking him to execute some commj|ssion

in BAle (September, 1876): “1 now have time to think

of the past, remote as well as recent
;
after my return

home I was ordered atropine treatment for my eyes,

and I am sitting for hours together in a darkened room.

The autumn after this summer will be for me—and not

for me only—more of an autumn than any previous one.

Behind the great event there lies a streak of black

melancholy, and one must sj>eedily find salvation in Italy

or in work—or in both.
”

In order to understand this melancholy to the full, we
must picture to ourselves his earlier idea of a Bayreuth

summer, even without a Festival :
“ Prospect ofa Bayreuth

summer : a reunion of all men who are truly alive : artists

bring their art, authors their works for recitation,

reformers their new ideas. It shall be a universal bath

for souls : here genius shall arise, here a kingdom of pure

merit shall come into being.” The hope of sucl# a

Bayreuth summer he had now lost for ever. •

The University of BAle granted my brother a year’s

vacation fiem October 1st, 1876, and for the few weeks

that were to elapse before his departure for Italy he

moved into Overbeck’s furnished lodgings. Overbeck

had married, and was then away on his honeymoon. The

landlady was still Frau Baumann, with whom Nietzsche

had previously lived here for six years. His friends had

called the house “ the Baumann cave.” Of the weeks

before the journey to Italy my brother used to say :
“ I

was at this time as melancholy as cave-dwellei's must

surely always be.’’ He took the opportunity of under-

going treatment under Professor Schiess for his short-

sightedness ;
for we had reverted to the theory that

his extreme shortsightedness was a prime cause of his

constant eye-strain and headaches. He wa^ glad that

one of bis older students, HeinricR Kdselitz, known later
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as Peter Cast, was staying on in BUlo in spite of the

vacation. Peter Cast’s beautiful handwriting had already

brought him under Nietzsche’s notice, and in the spiing

of 1^6 my brother had begun making him copy out parts

of “ Bichard Wagner in Bayreuth.” Nietzsche now
dictated to him those notes which he had already begun

at Klingenbrunu, when he fled from the Festival, and

which he intended for The Free Spirit, the fifth of his

Thoughts Out of Season.

Besides Peter Cast, my brother had other helpers for

writing and for reading aloud. In the summer of 1874

he had made the acquaintance of Di'. Paul B4e during a

visit of the latter to Bale, without entering into intimate

relations. In the co\irse of these weeks before thejourney

to Italy, Dr. B^e came to Bille and offered to give my
brother any assistance that he might require. Dr, Bde

was four years younger than Fritz, and looked up to him

with extrao\;dinary reverence. He was in this resi)ect on

the same Ibotiiig as a large number of young men who
admired my brother at close quarters or at a distance.

Fri^z was interested in him, as in all his friends and

acquaintances. This interest grew mf)re lively and per-

soiiitl after he had chanced to get hold of a little book by

Dr. IhSe, publiShetl ammyinously
;

its title was Fsycholo-

ijical Observations, j'rom the Bemains of . We can only

understand my brother’s delight in this little volume if

we 1‘einember that for a long time he had to keep his new
way of thinking to himself, since he had no friend in

whikse soul he could find a joyous and intelligent echo.

In fact, no one could fathom whv he liked this lMx>k.

Cosima Wagner said to me :
“ Your brother knows the

old French writei-s so well—Montaigne, La Boche-

foucauld, Vauvenargues and the rest ; I can't under-

stand what he finds worth reading in these Observations."

The truth w-as that in R^e Nietzsche recognised a kindi'ed

spirit, one 40 whom he could speak a language that no

one else understood. This made him happy, and blinded
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him to the real value of the unimportant little treatise.

for his pait, was filled with gmtitude for my brother’s

all too favourable verdict on his mmden effort. He
dedicated a copy to Nietzsche as “ the fountain for the

author’s future inspiration.”

Later on, my bi'otlier himself clearly found it necessary

to make excuses for this curious predilection. In 1878

he writes :

“Scarcely anything ever delightedmemore than Bde’s Ptyelio-

hi^ical Ohsenations. It was purely a matter of feeling : the

source of our feelings is of small moment. What Socrates held

of the Sophists, I hold of the moralists. At that time I made
exceptions ; in order to put the exceptions high, I put the

ordinarv’ moralists so low (and in so doing certainly misunder*

stood the author). How is it that we can find such enjoyment

in trinality that self-love supplies the motives for all our

actions? (1) Becau.se for a long time I knew nothing about

the matter (metaphysical period). (*2) Because the doctrine

may often he put to the test, gives scope to oua sagacity, and

affords us pleasure. (8) Because we feel ourjiclves to he in the

company of all wise and experienced men throughout the ages :

it is a language of honest men, even among the base. (4)

Because it is a language of men and not of idealistic youths.

(Schopenhauer found the philosophy of his youth, especially

the fourth Ixjok, quite alien to him.) (5) l^ecause it impels

us to enter on the hattle of life with our own woa|)ona, and
banishes false standards : it acts as a spur.”



CHAPTER II

BORKENTO

At tlie beginning of October, 1876, my brothers

vacation began, and he started at once for Italy. He
Wiis accompanied by Ur. R^e, who had realised that he

could be of great help to iny brother in saving him from

eyestrain, and had begged the privilege of joining him.

The journey from Geneva to Genoa, although he travelled

by night, proveil very interesting. The Baroness von
Ungern-Sternberg, in her book Xietzsche in the Mirrorof His

H gives a witty and racy account of this journey,

on which she made iny brother’s acquaintance. She was
then still a young girl, Isabella von der Pah len, travelling

to Italy W'ith an elderly relative, Frau von Brevern ;
anil

her active intellect and sparkling conversation pleased

my brother immensely. He spent some time with these

Uulies in Genoa, and the following description is given by
the Baroness in the book mentioned above :

•
** On our arrival at Genoa, wont to the same hotel, an old

palace not far from the harbour, and spent some days together

in lively intercourse. This I’rofessor from Bale was still

unknown to fame outside the Wagner circle and the company
of his brother scholars. The throe of us made many charming
excursions, among which a long night walk through Genoa's
picturesque lanes and alleys remains my most vivid recollection.

** As wo listened to Nietzsche, Genoa's past in all its form and
colour rose before our mental vision. He helped us to under-

stand the art of the Benaissance and the Baroque i)eriod, which
have left their peculiar mark upon ‘ Genova la superba,’ the

city of palaces, the former rival of Venice. Our delight in

the picturesque suTroundings was increased tenfold, when
Nietzsche’s eloquence conjured up the shadow of the mighty
past to add to the magjc of the present.
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*' The crowning esthetic joy of the evening lay in a walk

down the * Via degli Orefici,’ the alley of the old goldsmiths'

guild, with a continuous row of open shops all shining in a

airylike splendour of gold and silver filigree. After oni*eyes

had feasted to the full upon this charming sight, the desire to

buy was aroused in us daughters of Eve. Haggling with the

shopkeepers, I rummaged among the dainty wares, which for

fragrance and artistic design rivalled any lacework. Nietzsche

asked me to choose an ornament for his sister, and I did so with

all the eagerness that a girl feels on such occasions.

“ This shopping gave me the opportunity of asking questions

about his mode of life, and his parents and other near relatives.

He spoke in most affectionate terms of his rare intimacy with

his only sister Elizabeth, remarking how well she had always

understood his nature.”

All this sight-seeing naturally brought on sevei-e head-

aches and eye-strain, and my brother had to bid the ladies

farewell by letter. Meeting them again by chance in

Pisa, he was asked tojoin them once mure in siglit-seeing.

The Baroness gives a most interesting account of this

meeting, and winds up with a sketch'of Nietzsche’s

manner and appearance as they then impressed her :

” In Nietzsche's manner and appearance there lay sometliing

that he afterwards called ‘ The Pathos of Distance.' His whole

person bore the marks of a life of high thinking, so that

Ubland's lines,

*A loftj pride in CTorj feature,

And on his brow the trace of thought,’

recurred to my mind, when I saw him in Fisa meditatively

walking towards the Cathedral. The look of pride was indeed

toned down by lassitude and by a slight awkwardness in his

movements, due to his being very short-sighted. In his

manner, great courtesy and a pleasing address were united

with simplicity and distinction—a compound which in this

perfection cannot be acquired, but betokens the bom aristocrat.”

Of his journey to Naples he writes (October 28tb)

:

*' Here we are in Sorrento ! The whole journey here from

Bex took eight days : in Genoa I was ill for some time, then we
had a sea-passage of about three • days—and behold ! we
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escaped sea-sickness. 1 far prefer this form of travelling to

those detestable railway journeys. We found Fraulein von
Meysenbug at a hotel in Naples, and we all went together yester-

day to the new home—Villa Bubinacci, Sorrento, neu Naples.

I have a large, lofty room with a balcony in front. 1 have just

come back from my first sea-bathe : the water was warmer,

says B6e, than the North Sea in July. Yesterday we were at

the Wagners’—they are living in the Hotel Victoria, five

minutes’ walk from us, and are staying over November.

Sorrento and Naples are beautiful, they have not been over-

praised. We get mountain air and sea air combined, which is

very good for the eyes ; there’s some hope for me yet. In front

of my balcony I have a large green garden of trees just below

(the leaves remain even in winter) and behind this the dark sea,

still farther back Vesuvius.”

Owing to the state of liis eyes, his letters at this

time had t(» be very laconic : but he was never weary

of expressing in words what a magical effect the South

and the Bay of Naples had had upon him. In touching

language he l•^^cords his first impression :
“ I have not

strength eilough for tlie North : the rulers there are men
of heavy, artificial souls, wlio must perforce always be

wwrking in accordance with the rules of pinidence, like a

beaver at his building. And it was among them that I

spent my Aghole y^mth ! This idea smote my brain

when for the first time I saw the ai)proach of evening

over Naples, with its sky of satin-grey and red. You
might have died without seeing this !—then came a

shudder, a fit of self-pity, at the thought that I was
beginning life when already old

;
and after that tears

and joy at being rescued in the nick of time. I have

intellect enough for the South.
”

When he is depicting the happiness and the brilliance

of the South, his words become music ;
witness the follow-

ing stanzas :

gaze on the ocean asleep,

Onithe purple sail of a boat;

On the harbours and tower steep,

On the rocks that stand out of the deep,
* In the South

!
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•• For I could no longer etay.

To cravl in the old German way;
So I called to the birda, bade the wind

Lift me up and bear me away
To the Southl” «

Henceforth the South remained his constant place of

refuge from the heavy, gloomy atmosphere ofthe North ;

yet on every occasion that he returned to Italy he

remembered with a peculiar glow of feeling that first

sojourn in the Bay of Naples. So late as the year 1887

he "WTites to Fniulein von Meysenbug :
“ That first quiet

stay ‘ down there ’ has left me ever since with a kind of

superstitious yearning, as if I had bieathed mote deeply

there, though only for a few moments, than at any other

time in my life. For instance, at that first drive in

Naples, when we all went to Posilipjx).
”

On his arrival in Naples with Dr. R<?o, my brother

heanl that Richard Wagner was at Sorrento with his

family. This gsive him a shock, since he feared the

necessity for explanations about the Festival of the,

preceding .summer. Yet. strange to .say. wliile he wag

W'ith Wagner in Sorrento the Bayreuth Festival was

.scarcely mentioned. The reason was that the Festival

had wound up with an enormous pecuniaiy deficit

(j£l0,000, it was rumoured), and the BayreiTth managing

committee was at its wit’s end as to how it should make
good the I0S.S. Lettere from the committee drove

Wagner frantic, and AJalwida von Meysenbug implored

my brother not to bring Bayreuth into the conversation.

Nietzsche was only too ready to accede to her wish, for

there was no lack of other topics. Thus there was a

great deal of cheerful and friendly intercourse Ijetween

the two villas. Nietzsche and Wagner constantly met

as if on the old footing; but at these mutual visits

Wagner generally refused to admit the presence of

Dr. Wagner could never overcome the dislike he

From the admirable Tertiun by Mina M. D. Petre {Joyful Wisdom,

Fagliah Edition, p. 360).—^Tu.
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had felt for R^e—at the veiy first sight ofhim
; he thought

that my brother would come to grief through R(5e

—

words which Nietzsche niefully remembered later on,

when they proved true. At the time, he scouted the
prophecy in most emphatic terms, and so did Malwida.
Both held that Wagner's judgment was waq)ed by
his excessive prejudice against Jews. None of those

who hud ipteiwurse with Nietzsche at this period

were allowed to know his feelings towards Wagner
; we

only know that lie earnestly tried to remain on a footing

of genuine friendship.

We should 1 )e utterly inisljiken in assuming that,

because my lirother was disappointed with the Wagnerian
art and foresaw its C(»rrupting influence, his personal

affection for Wagner was at tlie same moment killed.

Jar from it ! If Wagner was no longer the idol of old,

he was still Nietzsche’s dearest friend, one to whom
loyalty was still due. Since the migration to Bayi'euth

Nietzsche ,ha<l striven hard to maintain this lovaltv,

.''Jthough it was often dillieult to reconcile his feeliug.s of

friendship with his intellectual convictions. Finallv there

came an incident which touched him very closelv, and is

mentioned again and again in his private jottings.

On the la5t evening they were together, Wagner and
my brother took a wonderful walk along the coast and
up the heights, where a glorious view of sea, island and
liays is obtained. It was a fine autumn day, mild, and
with that touch of gloom in the light which presages

winter, “ An atmosphere of farewell,” said Wagner.
Then he suddenly' lK?gan to sjieak of Parsifal. It was
the fii*8t time ho had dilated upon this work, and he did

BO in a remarkable way’, outlining it not as an ailistic

creation but as a religious, a Chri.stian experience. Per-

haps Wagner felt that a Festival play for the consecration

of the stage, concaved and composed by such a downright
atheist as he had always declaivd himself to my brother

in Tribschen—and in fact, through his outspoken utter-
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anoes, to aU his friends since the beginning of the

’seventies—could scarcely be credited with the requisite

amount of Christian piety. Hence he began to confess to

my brother various Christian emotions and experiences,

such as repentance and atonement, and all manner of

leanings towards Christian dogmas. He told Nietzsche,

for instance, of the joy he felt in the celebration of the

Eucharist—of course in its plain and unadorned Pro-

testant form ! Had it only been the Catholic High Mass,

which must make a (lee]) impression u])on every man of

artistic feeling, there would have been more excuse. My
brother had a great liking for U})right, sincere Christians,

such as he met in Bale ;
but he thought it impossible

that anyone who, like Wagner, had ex])re.ssed himself as

an uncompromising atheist, should ever revert to a simple

and genuine faith. Thus he cotild regal’d Wagner’s

sudden change of front only as an attemjit to come to

terms with the ruling powers in Cermuny, who had now
growTi pious—his sole aim being material success.

While Wagner talked on and on, the last gleam of

sunshine vanished on the sea, and a slight fog, together

wHh the growing darkness, crept over the scene, tn

my brother’s heart, too, darkness had arisen. At hist

Wagner exclaimed, “ W^hy, you don’t say" a wonl, my
dear fellow !

” Nietzsche sought to explain his silence

by some excuse or other, but his heart was filled to

bursting with sorrow at this histrionic self-deception on

Wagner’s part. He wrote the following severe W'ords ;

" I am quite unable to recognise any genius who is nut

honest towards himself. Histrionic self-deception fills

me with disgust : where I detect its jiresence, the man’s

achievements weigh as nothing with me ; I know that

this staginess lies at his very core.
”

If Wagner had said to my brother, in all simplicity

and sincerity, “ The Christian Middle* Ages, with their

intense religious feeling, give the artist plenty*of scope

for artistic musical treatment ”
; if* he had said, with a
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touch of sly humour, “ It’s high time that I set the spirit

of that age to music,” then my brother would have

ui^erstood and approved. But this staginess ofWagner,

this pretence of having become a simple, pious Christian,

was more than Nietzsche could endure. It seemed to

him unutterably sad that Wagner, who with untiring

energy had once held himself erect “ to face the whole

world’s hootiiig,” now lay prostrate, a slave to the fashion-

able notions of the day, and had become a reviler of

life.

For all that, I am inclined to raise a doubt as to what

were the fiindaniental ideas lying at the back ofWagner’s

mind. Were they his atheistical ideas—or those of a

Christian pessimism, thirsting for redemption ? Lohengrin

and Tannhauser favour the latter view.

In this sense Anselm Feuerbach’s mother tried later

to explain Wagner’s volte-face : “ Parsifal is a religious

achievement, a redemption for sinners, such as Wagner
«or(ily needed.after the wild and unedifying life he him-

Sblf had so often led.” This verdict was repeated to me
bji Erwin Rohde, who had heard it from Frau Ribbeck ;

he added, half jestingly :
“ That was just the difference

between Wa^jner and Nietzsche. Nietzsche had no need

to yearn for redemption ; in fact, I can’t see what there

was in him to redeem—he w’as so incredibly good.”

My brother did not speak of this melancholy last walk

until much later. What really happened on that even-

ing ? Two passionately loved ideals suddenly faced each

other in fierce conflict : the one, that of Parsifal, Roman
Catholic, saying “ no ” to life ; the otlier that powerful

figure of Siegfried, saying “ yea ” to life, defying, trans-

figuring life. And Nietzsche had held Wagner’s ideal to

be the latter ! What a disillusionment ! Malwida could

only remember that my brother was much depressed all

that evening and retired to his room early. He had a

presentiifient that Wagner and he would never meet
again. *
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Although time passed cheerfully enough for the four

occupants of the Villa Rubinacci—Malwida von Meysen-

bug, Nietzsche, Dr. R«5e. and Albertus Brenner, a yoijng

student sent abroad for his health and invited here by

Malwida—things did not go altogether smoothly with

my brother. The members of the party were widely

sundered, not only in age (Malwida was sixty, Brenner

twenty), but in opinions ; and considerate as my brother

was, he could never go veiy deejdy into anything, since

he wished to oftend neither young Brenner, nor our dear

idealistic Malwida, nor the sceptical R<?e. The last-

named in particular, in spite of his really touching kind-

ness towards my brother, proved somewhat trying,

Ree’s frequent assumption that he held the same views

as Nietzsche .sometimes made my brother impatient;

although in ju.stice to Ree 1 must add that he often told

me he did not share or even understand the greater j)art

of my brother’s ideas. Malwida, with all her noble,

motherly character, which one could not but^revere,, was

a less disconcerting companion
;
yet even she had some

qualities which made her hard to get on with, ^for

instance, her incapacity to distinguish between man and

man, her kindly fashion of putting j)eo])le of utterly

difierent moral and intellectual j)ower8 on Ihe same level.

At the time, my brother found this fault of Malwida’s

rather pathetic. Later, when it often caused him many
unpleasant eontretfmps, his verdict was less favourable.

The winter was spent in walks, charming excursions

to Massa and Capri, dictation and reading aloud. The

range of authors was very varied : Voltaire, Diderot,

Michelet, Thucydides and others. Apart from these

studies pursued in common, eiich of the four inmates had

his own ta.sk, and was w’riting a book : Fraulein von

Meysenbug was writing Jlminiscmcn of an Old Woman^

my brother Human, All^ Too Human, R^e On the Origin of

Moral Emotions, and Brenner some short storiesf including

an excellent one. The Flaming HeArt, which appeared in
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the Deutsche Rundschau ^German Bemew] for July, 1877.

Unfortunately, this gifted young man died a year later.

My^ brother had entertained great hopes of this pupil.

Brenner himself declared that The Flaming Heart owed
its merit to its having been written under Nietzsche’s

influence. R<Se held the same view al:H)ut his Origin of
the Moral Emotions: in the dedicatory copy which he

gave my brother he wrote, “ From the mother of this

book to its father, in grateful remembrance. ” These two
instances serve to show what an uncommon influence my
brother exercised on those around him : his presence

acted as a powerful spur to their energy and produc-

tivity.

Furthermore, all mfinner of splendid projects were out-

lined, and an idea Nietzsche had had in his youth once

more fired his brain. He wrote to me ; The ‘ school for

teachers ’ (also called the modern monastery, the colony

of ideas, the free university) is once more in the air

—

who^ knowa wjijit may come of it ? We have already

apj>ointe(l you (in the spirit) manager of all domestic

affairs for our institution of foi-ty memliers. ” This time
the site of this training-college for teachers was shifted

from Switzerland t^» Italy, and several prospective

members were included in addition to the old circle : for

instance, Freihen* von Seydlitz and his wife, who had
come to Sorrento for the winter at my brother’s request,

and whom he liked very much. But this noble scheme,
like that projected in 1873, remained a beautiful vision :

nothing was done tcwards its realisation.

Those magical walks in Sorrento were always a
delightful memoiy for my brother. In 1877, Peter Gast
writes, in an essay on HumaUf All Too Human :

**
I remember, among other things, a hymnal composition of

about two quarto .pages, where Nietzsche had significantly

expressed his own relation to the Allegretto of Beethoven’s
Bymphdhy in A major. Every morning he used to walk above
Sorrento, past cypresses and wild roses, wrapped in thought ; it
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wastheshadoTv-spirit of thesemeditative walksvhiohsoanded for

him in that veird Allegretto, and which he mystically expressed

in words. . . . Since I came across the hymn in the automn
of 1877—^unfortunately I read it in too cursory fashion— have

always seen Nietzsche, when I think of him at Sorrento, in the

light of this piece. I figure him like Beethoven, driven by
bis spirit, roaming the mountain-side

;
gazing into the world

with a colder, yet keener vision, and, intoxicated by this

new aspect, fashioning a complementary world of new vistas,

new concepts. What he sees up there is a new picture of

humanity, especially of the wise man, who may raise himself

above the morality of good and evil (that is, our morality),

because he is of too noble stock and is too intellectual and too

sure of himself to need any longer the narrow outlook and the

fanaticism of the man who must fetter and train himself by

morality.”

Unfortunately, in spite of all this happiness, Nietzsche’s

health underwent no change for the better. The worst

of it was that the doctors all diugno.sed his case differently

—and all wrongly. Some treateil him for, his nerves,

others for his digestion ; one advised him “ to get a nipe

Italian sweetheart.” What my brother really needed

was the strict oculist who dictatorially ordered him to do

no wTiting or reading for a whole ypar. He would

have been spared many a year of the pain that was

caused in jiarticular by the so-calletl accommodative

spasms of the ciliar}' muscles. A^y brother once said

with great truth :
“ If I were blind, I should lie

healthy.”

If he did not regain complete health in Sorrento, at any

rate he found the joyful conviction that he w'as on the

right way tow'ards intellectual emancipation and towards

himself. Such thoughts as the following may often have

occupied his mind ;
“ Were I already free, I should

not need all this struggling, but should apply myself

to a work or an occupation in whicli T could put my
full powers to the test. Now I can only hope^ gradually

to become free ;
and at present I feel that I am
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conatantly moving towards that goal. Soon the day
for my real work will surely come : the pi'eliminaiy train-

ing for the Olympic Games is over.

‘^My aim is to restore to mankind that repose, without

which no culture can arise or endure. Sepose, simplicity

and majesty ! Even in my style I wish to give a reflec-

tion of this endeavour, as the I’esult of the concentrated

forces of my persoiudity.”



CHAPTER 111

RETURN TO SWITZERLAND

Towards spring his eye trouble began to grow worse.

The oppressive scirocco air also induced him to return to

Switzerland, in order first to undergo a cure at Pfaffers

and Ragaz, and then, in the hot weather, to revisit his

beloved mountains. Wishing once more to a\'oid travel-

ling by train, he took ship to Geiuui.

In a long letter from Lugano to Friiulein von
Meysenbug, he gives a lively account of his “ Odyssean
wanderings ” back to Switzerland :

** Sea-sickness is terrible and yet really ridiculous. . . . All

that held me back from suicide was a doubt as to where the

sea was deepest—for one does not want to be hi-bed out again

and pay one’s rescuers an appalling sum as a grateful reward.

. . . Arrived at Genoa, 1 went straight to the Hotel de
Londres and retired to bed, in great pain. On Frida3% a dull,

rainy day, 1 plucked up courage about noon, and went to the

picture-gallery of the Palazzo Brignole. Wpnderful how the

sight of those family portraits restored and inspired lue

!

There’s a Brignole on horseback—^and in the e^'e of that

powerful war-horse you see the whole pride of the family :

that was something for my depressed state ! Personally, 1

rate Van Dyck and Rubens higher than any other i;>ainters.

The other pictures left me cold, except a Dying Cleopatra by
G uercino.

Thus 1 came back to life, and the rest of the day I sat,

calm and courageous, in my hotel. Next day there W'as a
fresh distraction. I made the whole journey from Genoa to

Milan in the company of a very charming young ballet-dancer

from a Milan theatre ; Camilla era molto simpatica, oh, you
should have heard my Italian ! Had 1 heen a Pasha, 1 should

have taken her with me to Pfaffers ; seeing that brain work is

forbidden me, she might have entertiyued me with her dancing.
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I am still at times a little vexed with myself for not having

stayed a few days at Milan for her sake. From Como to

Lugano I went by the St. Gothard line, which is now finished.

Hbw did I reach Lugano ? Really 1 did not want to go, but

now I am there. As I crossed the Swiss frontier it was rain-

ing hard, and we had a short but sharp thunderstorm. I took

this as a good omen : nor can I deny that the nearer 1 drew

to the mountains, the better I felt. At Ghiasso my luggage

was split up between two different trains—what with this and

the Customs, it was a hopeless muddle. Even my two

umbrellas went in opposite directions. Then a kind porter

came to my rescue ; he spoke the first Swiss-German I heard.

You can imagine that it moved me somewhat; I suddenly

observed that I would far rather live among Swiss-Germans

than among Germans. The man looked after me so well

—

ran about in so fatherly a fashion (all fathers have a touch of

clumsiness)—that at last everything was set right again, and
I went on to Lugano. The carriage from the Hotel du Parc

was waiting for me, and I was fairly overjoyed ; it must be the

best hotel in the world. I have got into touch with some of

the Mecklei\))arg landed nobility ; this is a type of German
^hfbh suits my taste. In the evening I looked on at an
informal ball of the most innocent sort ; nothing but English

peaple—it was all so funny. That night 1 had my first sound

sleep, and this morning I see all my beloved mountains before

me—each mountain a memory.”

Although Nietzsche ended this letter by saying “ You
irave me a big dose of motherly treatment, and 1 shall

never forget it,” Mahvida was somewhat nettled at this

“Rejwrt of Odysseus.” Our dear Mahvida had little

sense of humour, and was liable to take very seriously

what my brother meant only in fun. At Genoa Nietzsche

wrote, in a postcai'd to Freiherr von Seydlitz :
*' To-day

I am in all respects a broken man, even morally : for

I am terribly suspicious, count my money every minute,

distrust my fellow-creatures and feel that I do not deserve

to have the sun shining upon me : and it isn’t shining !

”

Malwida rend this postcai'd in a tragic spirit, and wrote
to various people that Nietzsche was quite bi^oken with
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pain on his journey out of Italy. The misunderstanding

Avas cleared up during Malwida’s visit to BSle, but my
brother sighed at the thought that Malwida so easily

mistook his meaning when he “ talked a little nonsense.”

In any cose she hud felt odended at Nietzsche’s jubilation

over his return to Switzerland.

Malwida and my brother had taken the opportunity

while at Sorrento of making plans for his future career,

especially with regard to his marriage. Friiulein von

Meysenbug had onU' one object in view—to make him

pecuniarily independent and to release him from his

BiUe professorship ;
accordingly, to find a young lady

whose highest ambition it would be to atlbrd the

philosopher an opjwrtunity of carrying out his great

life-work. But as Wagner once said, in the course of

a similar discussion :
“ How is one to take without

stealing ? Such young ladies are hard to find
!

"

During the winter Malwida wrote to me, asking whether,

among the girls whom my brother liked,. I did not know
one who would be sjjecially suited for this task. I cofild

not help treating the whole affair as something of a j^oke,

although 1 did not refuse to make suggestions. My
brother writes to me on April 25th :

“ Nothing, dearest sister, could have been more cheerful

than your letter, which at every point hit the nail on the

head. 1 was very unwell. ... As soon as I got up Fraulein

von M. took to her bed fur three days, owing to rheumatism.

Amid all our misery we laughed heartily together when 1 read

her some chosen passages from your letter. The plan which

Fraulein von M . regards as untdterable, and in the execution

of which you must help, is as follows. We are convinced that

my professorial career in Bale cannot be a permanent one;

that 1 could only go on with it at the expense of all my
more important projects, and even then at the risk of com-

pletely sacrificing my health. Next winter, indeed, I shall

have to continue my work at Bale, but after Easter, 1878, it

will be all over, if the other combination succeeds—that is to

say, my marriage. The lady will have to suit my taste, but
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she must be well off—that is an essential. ‘ Gh)od, but rich,’

as Fraulein von M. said, and we laughed loudly at that ‘ but.’

If 1 married, I should live the next few years in Rome—

a

most convenient place for health, for society and for my
studies. The matter is to be taken in hand this summer, in

Switzerland, so that I can return os a married man to Bale.”

Yet the further away from Malwida ray brother went
the more impracticable her schemes appeared to him,

and very soon afterwards he wrote to me :
“ The pro-

posed marriage is indee<l an excellent idea, but m(»st

unlikely to be realised—of th.at I am certain.
”

From Lugano he had gone to Eagaz, but finding the

place not high enough he went on to Eosenlaui, near

Meiringeri, in the Bernese Oljerland. He proposed that

I should join him at Lucerne early in July, and if

possible accompany him to llosenlaui. We did in fact

meet at Lucerne on July 9th, and spent two ])leasant

weeks at Pension Felsenegg, near Zug. We discussed

Malwida’s marriage projects, also the “ colony of ideas,”

whifch had already been definitelv j>lanned for the

following winter. The scheme fell through, partly

o\vlug to the evil effects of the past spring in Italy on
my brother’s health, Imt also because Erwin Eohde
never wearied of urging Nietzsche not to leave Bale.

One objection my brother had to the “ colony " was that

he could not endure to live and eat in a large company
of intimates ; ordinary “ gregarious boarding-house
animals ” were better, ho said, because thev made no
pretence of understanding him. Even in that cheerful

jMtrty of four at Sorrento he found tw’o companions at

a time quite enough.

From Felsenegg he retumed to Rosenlauibad, whence
he gives a curious sketch of his state of miud in a letter

to Kohde, who had just got married :

“ Dear, dear friend, how shall I put it ?—whenever I think
of you, f am overcome with emotion

; and when someone
wrote to mo the otheriday ‘ Rohde’s young wife, a most charm-
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ing lady, irhose noble soul shines out in every feature,' I went

so far as to shed tears, though I can give no adequate reason

for so doing. W'e will ask the psychologists : they will end by

discovering that this is envy, that I grudge you your happiness

;

or anger at the thought that someone has seduced my friend

from me, and now keeps him hidden somewhere, God knows

where—on the Bhine or in Paris—and will not give him back

!

The other day, when I was mentally singing to myself my
‘ Hymn to Solitude,' ' the thought suddenly came over me
that you did not care a bit for my music, and were very anxious

to have a song on ‘ The Companionship of Two.’ ^ That same
evening I played the song, and snccoeded—so that all the

angels would gladly have listened, especially the human angels.

But it was a dark room, with no one to hear
;
thus I had to

keep all my happiness and tears to myself.

“ Shall I tell you about myself ? IIow I am always on the

march, from two hours l)cfore sunrise, and especially when

afternoon and evening lengthen the shadows? IIow many
things I have thought out for myself, and how rich I feel

myself, now that this year has at last allowed me to clear away

the lumber of those days when I had to teach and think

in one groove ? As I live here. I can put up with’all ray hedily

ills ; they have indeed followed me even into the mountains,

but there are so many hap2)y intervaks of thinking ^nd

feehng.”

My brotlier's remark that his inn)if)vi.«!itions on tlie

piano had not heeii heard was. hrtwever, a mistake. It

turned out afterwards that the. door was ajar, and that

a very remarkable listener had stood on the other side,

namely, Dom Pedro, Emperor of Brazil, wh») is said to

have been deejdy moved hj* tlie wf)nderful playing. Some
days later they met on a tour in the inounttiins, without

my brother’s having any idea who his accjuaintunce was.

The unknow'n expresssed his thanks to Nietz.sche for tlie

wonderful playing, and this gave rise to a long and

interesting Cf)nver.sation. My brother had noticed that

the stranger was treated with great •resj)ect, hut it was

* There is here an untranslatable pla}' on words: Einsfiinkcit (one-

somenesb) and Zweisaxnkoit {two-scJmeuos^).—Tu.
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not until they had separated that he learnt it was Dom
Pedro.

Another little episode is worth recording. On his

walks my l)n)ther h.'id seen a little invalid boy sitting in

front ol' a cottage. The boy seemed i-ather deserted,

since his panMits were occupied with the hay-harvest.

Filially Niidzsche fell into the hal>it of passing the child

almost every day and giving him sweets. He even took

Avith him a little cbttli, which he moistened at a neigh-

bouring spring, to wijte the child’s face. The parents

said tliat tla* boy Avas happy all day in the anticipa-

tion that “ tlie kinil gentleman ” Avtuild come. My brother

made* iiKjuiries as to the nature of his malady, and

promised that, if the cliild Avero taken to Bfile, it should

be cureil at liis exjionse. Immediately after his arrival

in Hale Niet/sche actually madt* arrangements for placing

the hoy in an intirmary. He learnt. howcA-er, to his sorrow

that the ]>oor little felloAV had died in the interim,

sjiying all the lime, " I shall soon be going to the kind

g;*ntleman.’

It Avas now decided that Ave should return to Bftle

for* the winter. 1 .should have ])ref>*rred him to re.sign

his post there* and then, hut he Avas not to bo persuaded,

.\ccordinglA l^^ Avrites to Mahvida ; I am resnh’od to

go hack to Hale in ttetoher and resume my old actmties.

I cannot endure to liA-e A\ithout the idea of being iisffiil;

and the pt*opl(* of Ihlle ar»* the only j)e(*plo aa'Iio make
me feel that I am <»f any use. My meditations and

literary efforts, (pie.stionahle as they are, haA'c alAA’ays

made na* ill : si> long as 1 Avas really a scholar. I Avas

in good hoalth ; hut then came nerA’o-shattering music

and metaphysical philosophy, and Avorrying about a

thou.sand matters that do not concern me in the least.

Hence* T Avant to he a teacher once more ; eA’en if 1 cannot

staml the AA’ork, I khall at least die at my jtost. T liaA*©

told 3’tni I’lato's concejition of these matters,"

These feeliims, as. has alreadv been reniarke<l, were
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subject to many fluctuations ; for, to quote the words

of Zarathvatra, his feet were still trembling on the new
path. Yet often he exulted in the thought that he was

now on the I'ight track for his own loftiest aim. Tims

on August 30th he writes to Frau Marie Baumgartner

from Kosenlaui

;

“ Here, dear lady, is a short note as fore-runner of my
arrival at Bale—not as an answer to your kind and, as always,

sympathetic letter! If I often shuddered at tiic thought of

my twilight life at Bale in the coming winter, yet I was

always comforted by the anticipation of your cosy room and

cordial welcome. ‘ lienuunce thou shall, renounce thou must'

is true everywhere, of every human life : henco good friends

must keep close together, so that there may he at least one

snug corner in the world where the bleakness of renunciation

cannot penetrate. It is becoming clearer and clearer to mo
that the cause of my ultimate illness was the excessive con-

straint I had to put upon myself at Bale; in the end, my
power of resistance was broken. I know, I feel that there

awaits me a higher mission than is embodied jn my post at

BiUe, honourable though it is; however much I may b®*' ile

to use even classical scholarship for my higher task, 1 .^m

something more than a classical scholar. ‘I hanker rafter

myself,’ that is really tLo continual refrain of my last ten

years. Now that through a year’s communion with myself

all has become clear and well-dehned to me ^ cannot express

how rich, how joyously creative I feel, in spite of all my
physical suffering, as soon as 1 am left alone)—now I tell yor

as one who knows, that I am not returning to Bale in order

to stay there for good. How things will turn out, 1 cauiiot

say ; but my freedom—for which the outward conditions

shall be as modest as possible—my freedom I shall certainly

gain.”

Tims we waited to see if’ the wliole question as t>>

resigning the professorslriji or not would he finally

decided one way or another. At the l)eginning of

September Fritz returned to Bfile, afid after his many
months of travel his home, nay even his pijpfessiorml

duties, did him gof)d. I remembenmany remark.^ of his
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at the time, setting a high value upon a definite vocation,

a post that tr*ok up one’s whole time. Regarding his

return to Bale he wTites to Fraulein von Meysenbug,

whose visit we were exj)ecting :
“ My house, rny environ-

ment, my dear sistei’—everything around me is charming,

lattractive, ffiscinating. Yet many a canker of care

gnaws at my lieai*t.

“ For two nights I slept so well, sf» well ! ... In

R<»senlaui T spout a sleepless night, revelling in delightful

pictures of Natun! and considering whether I could nf)t

somehow live up at .\iiacapri. But I constantly sighed

at the tliouglit that Italy made, me discouraged, enfec'hled

(how you got to know me last May I I am ashamed
;

I was lu'vcr like that before). In Switzerland I was
more myself; and as 1 base my ethics u])on the highest

[lossiltle e.\pr(‘ssion of .self, not ujkui mystifying generalisa-

tions, I am imj>regnahle in the Al])s. especially when I

.on alone, and h.ave no (»ther enemy than my.self I

have taken ,u]) my stmlies on (ireek literature—who
kn-'ws if anything will come of them?"

VVe had foinnl a charming residence in Bale, 22 Geller-

strasse. with a glorious view over the Black Forestand the

Jura Mountains. Among our many visitors was our dear

Fraulein von M'Jy.senhug, who stayed some time in Bfile.

B” his cliividrous championship of Malwida, Nietzsche

was led into :i long ipiarrel with his bosom friend

1 eih(‘*T V. ii Clersdorft’. whom he had known for seventeen

v»-ars. 'fh ouiih ^Malwida’s agenev (iersdoril* had come

to kno\\ a yohiij, Italian lady, of Avho.se character and

circumstance'^ MalA.ida, AA'ith her above-mentioned ignor-

.••'ice f)f the Fd, had giAen an entirely false repre-

’ion. ’'’lie ladv came of a distinguished hut some-

Avha (leg .( i.e Italian family; and in reliance on

Mi Iwidii's ji.dgment, (lersdorff had become engaged to

her. The situation* givAV compliciited : (Jersdorff .saw

the force o|| his p:irents’ objections, yet AA'as genuinely in

loA’e, and /elt bound tf) marry the girl ; and finally poor
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Malwida was subjected to reproach. My brother, who
rather undervalued the power of love and the influence

of a wife, wrote a long letter to Gersdorff, defending

Fraulein von Meysenbug and w^arnlng his friend against

this utterly unsuitable match. Gersdorff was much
hurt by this letter, and, as my brother afterw^ards

admitted, with justice : for in the heat of the moment
my brother had used rather strong language. Although

Gersdorff* said “ T wouldn't stand such a letter from

anyone hut Nietzsche/’ both felt that it was better to

give up jiersonal intercourse for some time. Malwdda,

of course, had only wished for tlie best, and was very

unhappy at the annoyance to w’hich Gersdorff had been

subjected. Later on, wlien the luckless engagement had
been cancelled, the two friends discussed the matter by
letter, and were reconciletl, but for six years Nietzsche

had to forego the coin})any of tliis most loyal and helpful

comrade. In this interval Gersdorff had lost t<»uch with

my brothers jdiilosophical develoj>ment, ayd could not

folh'iw it step l)y ste]>. How great a loss this* \yis,

Nietzsche did not realise till later. Looking back,

W€ sometimes said: ‘‘Here bf^gan that isolation, which,

like a dark shadow, w’as destined to spreacl further and

further over Nietzsche’s life.”



CHAPTER IV

I/r^/A^\ ALL TOO HUMAN

It is sijjriiifiennt. that Ihimmi^ All Too Hunian^ was
beiXiiii just at the time of* the Bayreuth Festival. This
jMM'iod was hj)ocially suitable for the study of human
Immti^s from the hi^liost type dowii to the ordinary
^rc’i^arious animnl. The Baroness von W. told me that
she realised wliy it was at Bayreuth that my brother had
b(‘(»n <lriv<*n to a complete inner revolution. One often

})ut onesell’the (piestion there :
‘‘ Who really believes in

ideals?"' Even the best tyj^es at Bayreuth were so

absorbinj^ly occupied with themselves, with their love

atfiiirs and tliii vanities of the ^rcat world, while others

Haunted tlieii' enthusiasm in such a crude, obtrusive

fasl'iofi, that the jj^reat idt*alof the Festival seemed to be
almost fori^otten, <»r at loast was regarded as a mere side

issue.

Rememlx'ring all this (it is no jdeasant memory), we
can umlerstand iTit* bitter ir<»ny with which Nietzsche, in

the introduction to /vw Homo
(
1888 ), recalls the genesis

of his Ilitmon, All Too Human :

“ The origin of this book goes back to the time of the first

Bayreuth Festival ; a violent reaction against my whole
environment there is one of its basic conditions. Not only

did tlio entirely unimportant and illusorj* nature of the

Wagnerian ‘ ideal ’ then become clearly manifest to me, but

a'nove all I saw that even for those most nearly concerned * the

ideal * was not the chief thing—that quite different matters

were handled with more seriousness, more passion. Then, too,

the pitiable company of male and female patrons, all very

much in love, extremely bored, and unmusical to a sickening

degree. . . .

“ The whole leisured* rabble of Europe had foregathered
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there, and anyone who pleased went in and out of Wagner's

honse, as if Bayreuth meant one more form of sport. And
at bottom that was all it did mean. To the old pretexts

for idleness a new artistic pretext was now added, aigrand

opera as a sort of steeplechase; Wagner’s music, with its

secret appeal to sexuality, seemed a bond of union for a society

in vrhich each person followed his own diversions. The

remainder—^perhaps the innocent element—were the idiots,

the Nohls, Pohls and Kohls,^ the last-named l)eing the umiiiit

loci at Bayreuth. . . . Well, in the midst of it all I went off

for a few weeks, quite suildcnly, saving myself from any

decisive pronouncomont by a mere telegram to Wagner. At

Klingenbrunn, a little place in the Biihmerwald, hidden deep

in the woods, I carried ray melancholy about with mo like a

disease—and from time to time, under the general title of

‘ The Ploughshare,’ wrote maxims in my note-books, nothing

but stern psychological sayings, which may perhaps bo found

again in Ilnmnu, All Too

.Tu.st its we could rojiflilv uinlerstfiiMl liowthe Ix^triiiriing'

of this liook f(*ll within tlie jtcriod of the ll.-iyreuth

Festival, so we found it curious tluit the.main portjoii

had hoen writttoi at Sorrento. Later, iny hrothor wiites

to Malwida. *• Stran'je, stranoo—-just in yrnir honoured

comp:iny.” and. henii^ht have added, in one of the nntst

intoxicating jdaces in tlie world, these unimpassioned

notes were taken, as if in contrast to Mahvida’s idesilism

and to the scenery. Much was addicfl at Ibtsenlaui. so

that a perfect mountain of manuscrij)t Inid to he set in

order and formed into a whfde.

My ])rother had begun the winter full of hope anrl

courage, for in the I{erne.st* Ohcrland he liad come to

know an excellent jjhysician, Dr. Otto Eiser, of Frank-

fort. Eiser had become a real friend «»f his, and g«M)(l

results were expected from his treatment. At the.

Ijegiuning of the wintt;" Nietzsche was fairly well, and

in consequence threw himself into Ins variou.s tasks with

such ardour, that the symptoms’ of January, 1876,

' Xohl .and Pohl were writer' on mueic : Kohl id a facepoii* name, the
vonl in collfKjuiul ricnnaii foi “ J»osh.’* * Tin
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recun'ed. His iioiulaches and eye-aches were so severe

and HO lasting, that we were at our wits’ end to know
wha^ to do and where to find lielp. We tried at least to

relieve Fritz of j)ai‘t of his teaching duties. He addressed

the following retjuest to the educational authorities

:

‘‘ My bail state of health compels me to ask for a tem-

porary relief in my teaching work, that is, a release

fnan oral lesso.is for the rest of the term. My violent

ami periodically recurring headaches and eye-aches have

lately mtched such a ])itch, that some such relief has

become an urgent necessity, and it is only through the

favour 1 recpiest that 1 can hoj)e to bring my university

lectures t<* completion. 1 have discus.sed the matter with

J’rofes.sor Hurckhardt. and bei; for favourable considera-

t:u»n of niv retpiest."

Tl le authorities met my brother's wishes with their

usual kindne.ss, and 1‘eleast‘d him for ever from his oral

lessoii.s. F(»r the rest of the winter thijigs accordinglv

AV'iit .somewhat better, but for all that we to(»k the firm
0 *

ivsftlve to con.si(ler henceforth the ultimate abandonment

«tf Ilia career at Ihlle. The woi k upon Human, All Tua

Unman, made less demands on his eyesight than his

university duties. Fortunately, Peter Gast was again in

r(‘sid»;nce at Baie, and j)rov(*d of the greatest assistance ;

V. ithout him, the book would never have been finished.

Fritz dictated, and let Ga.st copy and aminge. In LViv

Homo he says slyly that Gast was the real writer of

Human, All Ton Human, while he was only the author.

We lived (piite a retired life that winter. We seldom

saw the Overbecks, as they lived at the other end ol‘

the town, half-an-hour’s journey distant. Overbeck had

lieen nnu’rioil for more than a year liefore we made the

acquaintance of his Avife. 1 cannot disguise the fact that

my brother at once conceived a certain dislike foi‘ her.

He found hef manner unattractive, and her appeai-ance

unpleasing, since her complexion was uncomuionly bad.

Wiieuever he talked "to her, he remtiVed his sjjectacles.
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Just as Wagner had wai’ned iny brother agiiinst Dr. IWe,

so Frau Cosima had warned us against Frau Overbeck,

if in more measured terms. Whether Overbeck^ had

heard of this first impression and of the warnings, I do

not know, but at any rate he was pathetically anxious to

display his wife in the best possible light, and especially

to laud her shrewd intelligence. A favourite phrase of

his was “ Among a hundred women you’ll hai’dly find

one like her”—on which llohde afterwards remarked,

“I hope there are none like her among a thousand

women—or this world would be a vale of tears.” Her
“ sour nihilism ” was utterly lejmgnant to him. Still,

after a time we grew accustomed t(* her defects and

recognised the real merits t»f her intellect—a fact which

my brother recorded in .some jesting ver.ses.

In the midst of the composition of llumun, All Too

Human, Wagner sent his Parsifal, which was already

bound, with the dedication :
“ Hearty greetings and best

wishes to my dear friend Friedrich Nietzsche. Hichaj’d

Wagner.” My brother relates in Ecce Homo tha? 4ho

despatch of Parsifal crosseil that of Human, All Too

Human. This is a mistake: he probably confused* this

with the forwarding of a part c)f the manu.script to his

publisher. Altogether, his memory forTTacts was defec-

tive, and this explains many an error. His mind was

continually engaged on such momentous problems that

everyday occurrences did not impress themselves on his

brain. These he left to me, as he often jokingly declared,

because my memory for everyday occurrences was said to

be excellent.

We read Parsifal with mingled feelings. On
January 4th, 1878, he writes to Freiherr von Seydlitz

:

“ Yesterday 1 got Parsifal, sent me by Wagner. Impressions

of a first reading : more Liszt than Wagner, the spirit of the

Counter-Reformation ; for me, too much accustomed as I am
to the Greek, the universally human spirit, every ^ing in it is

excessively limited, outwardly and inwardly, by Christianity

;
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nothing but fantastic psychology ; no flesh, and far too much
blood (especially at the Last Supper it becomes all too full-

blooded); then, I don’t care for hysterical womenfolk: much
that is endurable to the mental eye will be scarcely tolerable

when it is put on the stage; think of our actors praying,

trembling and with necks craned in ecstasy. The interior of

the Grail-Castle simply cannot be effective on the stage, any

more than the wounded swan. All these fine inventions belong

to epic poetry, and, as I say, to the mental eye. The language

sounds like a translation from a foreign tongue. But the

situations and their sequence—is that not in the highest vein

of poetry ? Is it not a last defiance of music ?
”

As suuu as the manuscript uf Human, All Too

Human, was ready, and the lectures at Bfde University

came to an end, my brother went to Baden-Baden, in

order to undergo a course of treatment at a sanatorium

there. As he spent almost the w'hole day in bathing,

gymnastics and walks, his poor tortured eyes got a rest,

and the terrible pains l>egau to vanish. When the

proof-sheetf; came, the imj)rovement was less marked, but

all same he n'lade a great recoveiy at Baden-Baden,

and on a visit there 1 found him in the best of spirits.

The whole manuscri])t had been sent to the publisher

Schineitzner at the end of Januaiy, 1878, with the

rocjuest that the •,)rinting should be kept entirely secret.

In the meantime my bi’other had had the idea of letting

the b<H)k apjK'ar under another name, so that his friends,

especially Wagner, ccmld express a totally unbiassed

opinion on its merits. He l(K)ked on the whole affair as

a sort of test for ascertaining “ the effect of his writings
”

as apart from his |)ersonality. ‘*On the other hand, I

was very sceptical. I saw factions. . . .
‘ I will wait,’ I

said, ‘ until Wagner recognises a book that is dii’ected

against him.’ ” A mythical account of the new author,

“ Herr Bernhard Cron,” had already been concocted.

“ Herr Bernhard Cron is, so far as is known, a German
from the Russian Baltic provinces, who of late years has been

a continual traveller. In Italy, where among other things he
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devoted Limself to philological and antiquarian studies, he

made the acquaintance of Dr. Paul Bee. Through the latter’s

agency he came into contact with Herr Schmeitzner. As his

address for the next few years is subject to constant changes,

letters should be forwarded to Herr Cron’s publisher. Herr

Schmeitzner has never seen him personally."

Unfortunately, this scheme was fnistmted through the

opposition of the publisher, who did not want to give up

my brother’s name and, as it seems, was not sony at the

prospect of a little scandal. Scandal was just what

Fritz would gladly have avoided, but in the end he said

that, after all, the truth would come out sooner or later,

and concealment would only postptuie the conflict over

his new philosophy—he had better plunge into the fray

at once. Moreover, he conceived it his duty to acknow-

ledge his former errors as such ;
“ Whoever allows

himself to sj)eak in public is obliged also to contradict

himself in public, as soon as he changes his opinions.

"

At the time I deeply regretted that Human, All Too

Human could not appear anonymouSily—my brother

would have been spared a gi'eat deal ;
and perhaps J

regret it still. It seems to me that under a pseudonym

the book would have been more " personal ’’ in many
])laces ;

as soon as he put his ow'n •.lame to it, he

naturally had to consider people’s feelings. As it is,

many a thought may have been lost altogether («•

weakened by being put in imj^ersoual form.

The book appeared on May 30th, 1878, the centenary

of Voltaire’s death ; that it was dedicated to Voltaire was

in some degree accidental. Peter Gast is quite right

when he w’rites :
“ How came it, though, that Nietzsche

inscribed Voltaire’s name on his b(x»k, seeing that

Nietzsche had shaken off so many of the fetters that still

bound the French thinker ?

“ Answer : The name of Voltaire, who is connected with

one of the most extensive intellectual movements of

Europe, and w'ho, as has been mentioned, again stood in
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the forefront of pulAic interest at the time when this

book was mentioned, served Nietzsche merely as a badge.

This name j>rotects one from being confounded with
obscurantists : it is the bugbear of all romantics and
mystics ! Compare, in this connection, Aphorism 211 in

tlie second volume of Human, All Too Human.''

On the very date mentioned a remarkable incident

occurred. A bust of Voltaire was sent us from Paris,

accompanie^d solely by the words :
“ The soul of Voltaire

pays its i-espects to Friedrich Nietzsche.” We could

never discover who was the sender. The bust had been

placed on the wi*iting table ; Fritz sat in front of it and
gazed at it intently. I stcK)d by bis side, and as I first

studied \''oltaire*s face, with the hard, mocking lines

about the mouth, and then glanced at my brother, in

wh(»se eyes an earnest yet soft expression lay, I felt a

d(*ep c<»ncern. As if to protect him, I flung my arms
about his dear head and my tears fell on his face.

“ Wlr. do you crv, Lisbeth ? ” asked Fritz, gently. He
Uiijc^etter armecf to fight against a world of prejudice,

he was made of sterner stutt*,” I answered, sobbing.

Fritz to(»k my hand and j)ressed it tenderly, and was
siltMit for a spact'. At last he said, with forced gaiety,
“ I am much stroTiger than you think ; in my breast, too,

Wotan has ])ut a stern heart.” 1 shook my head
violently, smikMl and recovered my composure. Both of

us liated emotional scenes ;
but at that numient I could

not control my^elf, 1 seemed to be clairvoyant, the whole
tragedy of a genius wdio is called to a task almost too

great for a liuimui life and for his soft heart was unrolled

befbr€5 my eyjs, Aly brother had the same feeling. In
remembrance of this scene he writes (June, 1878) :

“ TJie

destiny of a man, about whom even after a hundred years

only party verdicts are formed, rose up before my eyes

as a dreadful symbol it is tow'ards the liberator of the

mind that men iirc most implacable in hate, most unjust
in love. Y&t in spite of all, 1 will quietly go my way

L.N. D
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and renounce everything that might hinder my pro-

gress. The crisis of inv life is at hand : it I did not

realise the tremendous fiaiitfuliu-ss of invnew philt»sophy,

my heart might well quail. But 1 am at one with

myself.
”

Yet when the b(K>k had to wander fortli into the world,

my brother felt grave qualms as to its reception lu' his

friends. In older tf» let tlie crisis appear less serious to

them, and to make the hook more digestible, he addetl

dedicatory verses, grave and gay, for each i’eci])ient.

These have been published in the little V()lume Voems

and Epigrams. So as to reconciii* .Malwiila to the fact

that the book had mainly been wi-itten while he was

staying at her villa, he wiH>te us a detlication to her ;

“ LingeiB no trace here of Sorrento’s fraf'rani-c
'

Is all a wild and sunlens mountain scono,

Scarce autumn’s warmth, and not a sipi nf love ”

Then but a part of me this book cn-hriiit s

The better part to her I dedicate

Who was to me, physician, mother, friend.
' *

His greatest anxiety was, how Wagner tsould t:tke th«‘

hook. Would he fully appivciate its giealnoss t Would

he, though with pain, at least attempt to be just to my
brother, and grant him his jiersonal ‘freedom without

renouncing his friendship ? We have discovered the

draft of a letter to Wagner which Ki’it/ had written

while the idea of letting the book appear anonymously

was still being mooted. The Ma.sler was to be let into

the secret, but b) his following the author was to remain

unknown. The draft run.s

:

“ In sending you Human, AU Too Human, I am confidently

placing my secret in your and your wife’s hands, and assume

that it will be faithfully kept. The authorship is mine : in it

I have revealed my most intimate .impressions of men and
things, and for the first time have completed the circle of my
own thought. During a period that was full of physical

buffering, this book was a buluce that never failed where other
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solaces failed. Perhaps I am only alive to-day because I was
capable of writing it.

“ A pseudonym had to be chosen : first, because I

did not wish to hamper the effect of my earlier writings;

secondly, because J want to be saved from public and
private nmdthrowing (my health can no longer stand that

sort of thing) ; lastly, and most of all, because 1 hope
to give food for an impirnonal discussion, in which my
intellectual friends of all sorts can take part without being

hindered liy any delicacy of feeling. 1 know none amongst
thorn who would agree with the views contained in this book,

but I am very curious to loam the objections they may be

able to raise.

“ 1 feel like an officer who has stormed a redoubt. Wounded,
indeed—hut tljore ho is on top, and he unfurls his Hag.

Although, as I have said, I know no one who shares

my views, 1 have the impression of having thought not as

au individual hut as an aggregate—the strangest blend of

solitude and multitude. A herald who has run on in front,

and dot‘B not know if thu knights are following him, or if

they still exist."

Sow that tlic itlcn of atioiiyniitv had been given up,

Fritz jtddnwed Wagner in a pathetic, ahno.st childlike,

dedicatorv jkhmu. alhnling to Wagner’s old jmtenial

ti i( >1 Ishij) for !ii.iu ;

“ Ilorowith rrit^dricb, the free-thiDker,

llupj>y in hi-' new-born bantlinj;,

Soniir^ from Ibilo a clieery greeting

To the Ma.^ter and his lady.

Will they, in u kindly spirit

':\‘^t with cartiful hand the infant,

See if it is like its dadd}’.

Even has the same mustachiu,

And on two le*;s or on four legs

Crawls and tumbles round the world Y

It saw the li^ht amid the mountains,

And at once began its hopping.

Well, howe’er its earthly journey

May befall, its present object

Is to please—not many, merely

Some fifteen or so ; to others

'Twill be mockery or torment.

But before wo send it roaming

D 2
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May the Master's eye gire blessing

And Master's lady, wise and gracious,

Help its progress with her favour.**

The only answer from Ba3'reuth was a stony silence

Alas, the Muster's ej'e had anything but a blessing in

it, and the favour of the Mastei^'s lady was lost for



CHAPTER V

CRISIS AND SErAUATION

Human, All Too Human was received by Nietzsche’s

friends with mingled feelings of surprise and regret.

Their attitude is described by Erwin Rohde in a letter

of June 16th, 1878:

My astonishment at this latest performance of Nietzsche’s

was, as }'ou may imagine, supreme; one felt as if led from

the hot to the cold room of a Turkish bath ! I must say

candidly, my dear fellow, that tliis astonishment w’as not

without an element of pain. How can a man strip off his

own soul in this fashion and put on another—in short, become

a Ree instead of a Nietzsche? I still stand amazed before

^
this miracle ; and can neither rejoice over it nor have any

/^^finite opinion at all ; for I do not really understand. . . .

All those speculations on man as a creature concerned, like

other animals, purely with himself—not only thinking solely

of himself, but destined l)y nature to do so—appear to me
neither particu^irly acute nor in any way convincing. And
if we arc all hateful egotists (I know, my dear friend, how
far more egotistical I am than you !), surely no one should

try to remove the sting which warns us that we ought not to

be egotists. ... In making this frank avowal, 1 am only

thinking of tlie general tone of your book. For the great

amount of valuable matter it contains I can only tender you
my heartfelt thanks. I enjoy individual passages piecemeal

;

in so many places I find the old Nietzsche unchanged,

untainted by Ri*c*s fads. What you say of the Greeks, in

particular, throws a searchlight into the innermost soul of

that wonderful people.”

My brother answered as follows :

“ All this is very right and proper, my dear fellow : we
two do not yet stand on a clay pedestal that can be overthrown
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by one book. This time I am quietly waiting until the waves,

in which my poor friends are floundering, gradually subside.

If it is 1 who flung them into those waves—^well, there's no

danger to life, that I know from experience ; and if here and

there friendship is imperilled, we’ll do a service to truth and

say, ‘ What we loved in one another till now was a cloud.’

1 could say a great deal, and think still more that must be

left unsaid : I will just venture, by way of a joke, to compare

myself to a man who gives a big dinner and sees all his guests

run away without tasting the fine dishes put before them.

If one or two guests do take a few bites and enjoy them (us

yon do, my dear good fellow, in praising my Greeks), the host

feels highh’ honoured.

“Don’t puzzle your brains as to how such u liook could

hare been written, but go on extracting this and that morsel

for yourself. Perhaps the day will come when you, with your

fine constructive imagination, will see the whole as a whole,

and share in the great happiness that has been mine. In the

meantime, you must look only for «/< in my book, and not for

friend r»ee. I am proud to have discovered his lofty (]ualitics

and aims, but he had no influence whatever on my
'
philosophy

in a nutshell,’ which was ready and for a good part qonf-

milted to paper by the autumn of 1876, when I made his

acquaintance. We found ourselves on the same j)lane

;

our conversations ^^ere a source of great enjoyment and

of much mutual profit. ... I suppose this makes me
seem still stranger to you, still more ilicomprehensible ?

If you only felt what I feel, now that I have set up my
life's ideal—^you would indeed rejoice in your friend. And
the day will come.’’

Here arises tlie (jnostion. how we came to make

Dr. Ede to some e.xtent re-sponsihle for my brother’s

new philosophy. The reason is a very natural one : we
founil the new views nnsymj)athetic (new thin^fs aiv

always iincomfortahle). It Cfunfortesd ns to iinagiiie

that our beloved Fritz could not have hit iijmn such

unpleasant ideas by liiniself, and thus we tacitly blamed

Dr. R(5e. When a chiM has done soinethinjj wron^, th<‘

mother flies out like a lione.ss and scolds her neij^hlKuir’s

iKiy for leadiiifr hers astray. Voor Dr. IVt'e (piite
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undeservedly became “the neighbour’s naughty boy.”

Richard Wagner now found his prejudice against ]^e
confirmed, and mentioned the fact. The anti-Semites

started a theory that R(5e was the evil Semitic principle

which had diverted Nietzsche, the honest Aryan visionary,

into verbal hair-splitting. People entirely overlooked

the WJirrn under-current of humanity in the book (a

current directly opposed to Rde’s arid views)
;
they did

not see bel(»w the surface. Even the loyal Rohde made
this mistake, but Nietzsche quite forgave him

; he was
rtnly sorry that he made his friend suffer. But many
another friend of AVagner liad to suffer likewise.

In a letter to Fraulein Mathilde Maier, a great friend

of Wagner’s, he writes (July 15th, 1878)

:

“I cannot help it: I am hound to cause all my friends

distress, for I must at last declare how I freed myself from

my own distress. There were two things that were making

me more xnd more ill, and had almost robbed me of character

end capacity*: the metaphysical cloud enveloping all that was

tfite and simple, the struggle with reason against reason, the

attempt to see a wonder and a portent in everything ; and

the rorresix>nding baroque art of exaggeration and glorified

inn estraint, 1 mean the art of Wagner. If you could realise

in what a pnrc*mountain air I am now living, how gently

I am inclined towards those who still dwell in the mists of the

valleys, how far more than ever I am drawn towards all that

is good and eilicient, a hundred times nearer the Greeks than

Ik fore ; how in every detail of life I strive after wisdom, while

formerly I m» rtly honoured and extolled the wise—in short,

if you could only grasp this change and crisis, how eager 3'ou

woulil be to undergo a similar experience

!

“ During the Bayreuth summer I liecame quite conscious

of this, and fled after the first performances. . . . Now I

shake olT whatever does not belong to me, friends and foes,

habits, conveniences, books ; for years I shall live in solitude,

until, as philosopher of life, ripe and ready, I feel it my right

(and probably my duty) to commune once more with the

world of men. AVill you—can you—in spite of all, remain

as good friends with jue as yon have always been '? Yon



40 THE TiONELY NIETZSCHE

see I have reached a point of honestj where I can endure

only the purest human relations. I abjure all half-friendships

and partisanships, and I want no disciples. Let every man
and woman be his or her own sole disciple !

”

All the unpleasant things that were SJiid nr written to

my brother left him (juite unmoved. In thought he

had long prepared himself for this crisis
;
perhaps he

recogni.sed his usual fat<' :
“ It went badly, but much

better than I expected !
” A rough draft for the sjdendhl

preface which he wi’ote for the book in 188 (> shows most

clearly by what unconscious lait temjK‘stuous longings he

was driven forwanl. when lie no longer found satisfjiction

for his highest ideals in the guides of his youth.

" This book, which has found its readers in a wide circle of

countries and nations, and must jwssess some art of winning

over even cold and refractory minds, was least understood by

my intimate friends. To them, when itajipeared, it was u wiurce

of fear and questioning, and it raised a barrier of misgiving

between them and me. The circumstancwi oilt of whi^'it

arose had, indeed, a .'uifiicient element of the enigmatic and

contradictory ; I was then very happy and very sad, proudly

conscious of a victory I had just won over myself—but it was

one of those victories that bring ruin in their train. One day,

in the summer of 1876, came a sudden cofltempt and insight

into myself: pitilessly I cast off the glorious desires and

dreams which my youth had known, pitilessly I went forward

on my journey, a journey of ‘ knowledge at all costs,’ and

I did this with a cruelty, an impatient curiosity, and also with

an arrogance, which shattered my health for years to come.
“ A great and ever increasing emancipation, an arbitrary

de2>arture abroad, a tendency to Iiecome foreign, cold, sober

—

such were my sole aims at that period. I tosterl everything to

which my heart had previously clung. I turned over the

best and most beloved things and examined their reverse

side. 1 took whatever had been subjected to the most trenchant

abuse and calumny and treated it in 'the opposite fashion.

With a cautious, almost loving curiosity I handled much that

had hitherto been alien to me ; I learpt to take a juster view of
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our age and of everything * modern.’ It may have been a

risky game to play, and it often made me ill. But I held

firmly to m3' resolve ; I made the best of a bad job, and

guarded myself sternly against any resolution in which sick-

ness or solitude or weariness might have a share. ‘ Forward !

’

I said to myself, ‘ to-morrow you will be well, it is enough for

to-day to appear well.* I then became master of all the

pessimistic element in me : the will to health, the simulation

of health was iny remedy. These words express intelligibly

and speciously enough what I then felt and desired as ‘ health ’

:

‘ a well -fortilled, serene and fundamentally cheerful soul, a

temperament tliat need nr>t he on its guard against ambuscades

and sudden outbreaks, and in its outward expression betra3’B no

snarling or crabbed tone (those notorious attributes of old dogs

and of men wlio have long lain in fetters).’ The most desirable

slate seemed to me ‘a free and fearless flight above men,

customs, laws tind the traditional valuations.’ In short, a kind

of bird-freedom and bird’s-e3'e-viow, a blend of curiosit}' and

contempt such as is know’ii to all who gaze disinterested!}’ over

a vast multitude— that was the new’ position which I had

j'eached, and in wliich 1 kmg remained. ‘A five spirit'—in

su6h an eyrie that chill jihrast* does one good, it almost w’arms

one; one becomes the opposite of those wdio trouble about

matters that do noi concern them ; the free .‘spirit is concerned

with things that no longer trouble liim.’

“ The sul)jecti<ie result of all this wa.^, as I remarked in the

book, a negation of the world ; that is, the conclusion that the

w’orid, so far as it concerns us in an}’ w’ay, is false. Not

t)jf world as thing in itself—that is empty, meaningless,

and W’orthy of Homeric laughter !—but the world as vrmr is

so significant, dee}), wonderful, it carries so much happiness

and sorrow in its womb ; that was ray pronouncement at the

time. The ‘ conquest of metaphysics’ ‘ a feat demanding
the highest elTurl of human relleclitin’—seemed to me to

have been achieved. . . . But in the background tliere

stood the will to a much wider curioMty, nay, to a colossal

experiment. It dawned upon me to ask whether all values

might not be transvalued, and I w’as always confronted

by the question what, after all, is the moaning of all human
valuations ? What do they show* of the conditions of life, of

your life, 5f human life^ and of life altogether ?
”
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No one at the time had the slightest inkling of all this

background to Human, All Too Human, and my brother

was satisfied if isolated details were approved by his

friends. Few there were who genuinely enjoyed the

new book. My brother writes on this point to Peter

Gast :
“ If I add to you the two who have really shown

themselves pleased with my b(»ok, Rde and Burckhardt

(who has rej)eatedly called it ‘ the sovereign book ’), I get

a pretty clear hint as to how men would have to be con-

stituted before the work c<'»uld pi’oduce a rapid eft’ect.”

l>uring this period Jakob Burckhardt often came to

see us, and his verdicts greatly cheered my brother, who
was bemnninff to feel so isf*lated with his new ideas.

For .stmie years Burckhardt aiul Nietzsche had seen little

of each other, owing to a curious dislike that the former

laid for Overbeck. Even now. when calling on us, he

would always ask our servant if Overbeck was in
;
and

when this proved the case (ai one occasion, he turned

sharj)ly on his heel and walked away. My brotlier was

at great pains to convince Burckhardt of Overbeck’s

excellent fpialities, and finally he seems to hsive succeeded

in some measuiv. Peter Gast is no more in a position

than Overbeck to say anything of Burckhardt’s relations

with Nietzsche ; for Buckhardt also refused to meet Gast,

who had offended him by an indiscreet criticism of the

Music Directf>r Bagge. Burckhardt delighted my brother

by his recognition f»f the merits f)f “ the s(»vereign book.”

He often declared that this book would contribute much to

“ the increase ofindej)endence in the world. ” My brother

was most grateful for all such kindly overtures, for every

effort of others to get into touch with his new ideas—and

that too when even his friends generally expressed such

peculiar views about Human, All Too Human.

But in all this medley of opinions, it was really only

Wagner’s that lay near to his heart. Nietzsche, as we
know, had sought to make things easy for Wagner and

let the book appear under an assumed name. When
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this idea was abandoned, he went to the trouble of

altering several aphorisms and inserting “ the artist
”

in place of Wagner’s name in the mansucript. Hence
in the whole vohime there is nothing directly aimed at

Wagner or his art. By making the attack impersonal,

Nietzsche had done all he could to soften the blow, and

he hoped that Wagner could rise to the full height of

a nolde character and say to him :
“ Friend—there is

now no connecting link between us, but we find joy in

each other to such a degree that each furthers the other’s

j)i’ogress, even when it goes in a direction diametrically

opjiosed to his own.”

Yet no word came from Bayreuth, and what we at

length heard did not sound encouraging. My brother’s

]nihlisher at the time, Herr Sclimeitzner, of Chemnitz,

was publishing the lUiyreuthcr Blatter [Bayreuth Neiesj in

1878, and for that reason often went to Wagner’s house.

I should have far preferred it if he had not repeated to

us Jhe talk tluit went on there (Wagner, for instance, is

said i<» have remarked, “Oh, Nietzsche, you know

—

peojde only read him for what he has to say about our

cause ”). Later on, however, I came to the conclusion

<hat Schmeitzner had only t<>ld us what he was expressly

meant to re})oat. “Tnie, Fritz was not irritated by these

rcj)f»rts, hut they made him very sad, for he had hoped

f '” different tmitment. He writes to Cast :
“ A sort of

excommunication has been decreed from Bayreuth, and

this seems to incliule the author as well as the book.

They are trying to droj) me, but keep my friends
; I heai-

of a host of intrigues tlnit are going on l)ehind my
back.—Wiigner Inis missed a sjilendid opportunity for

showing gjv-atness of soul. I must not let this warp

my judgment either about him or about myself.”

Perhaj)8 my brother never felt more affection for

Wagner than in thefe years of separation, for in 1879

he writes :
“ When we part fiom a friend because our

feeling and ftur judgmeut no longer go hand in hand, we
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feel most strongly drawn to him ; we batter at the wall

that Nature has raised between him and us.” He was
extremely anxious that his own friends should not turn

their backs on Wagner, as we see fix)m a letter of

June 11th, 1878, to Freiherr von Seydlitz : “I am very

glad indeed that one of my friends has shown kindness

to Wagner; for I myself am less and less in a position

to please him
;
he is an old man and cannot change.”

I have often been asked in what way Nietzsche had

imagined Wagner w’ould or should take Human, All Too

Human. My brother fiirnishes the answer in one of the

aphorisms of this book ;
“ Humanitii of Friendship and

Masterif. ‘ Do thou go east, and I will go west ’—tf>

feel tlnis is the highest token of humanity in close-

intercourse : without this feeling every friendship, every

discipleshij) becomes at some time or other a piece t)f

hypocrisy."

In those months of J\me and July, 1878, my brother

found great happiness in l)eing freed frmn.the constraint

of bringing his views into line with Wagner’s, iai wing
able to exj)ress bis opinions, whether final or transitional,

without reserve. '• 1 feel as if I were cured of an illness

;

with inexpressible joy 1 think of Mozart’s Ilequiem, and

simple dishes are once more to my tJiste.” This sense

of well-l)eing triumphed for the moment over his pain

at losing Wagner’s friendship, especially as my brother

still secretly hoped that the remarks attributed to

Wagner had, after all, Ijeen exaggerated or misunder-

stood. In this cheerful spirit he writes to Freiherr von

Seydlitz :
“ If you can understand my incomparable

sensation of recognising my hleal and my goal for the

first time—a feeling which no one else has, which hardly

anyone CJin grasp, and for which only one poor human
life can suffice—^you will also understand why for this

year, so soon as I am free from my professional duties,

1 need solitude. 1 want no one—solitude is necessary.

Please accept this without discussion.” *
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The fact that I left Bd,le in the summer of 1878 has

given rise to much misconception. As for the idea that

my brother’s remarks on Wagner’s art drove me away
from him, I can only say that I did not then seriously

believe in a breach with Wagner—nor did my brother,

who had also assumed that Wagner would allow him
full freedom of opinion. Moreover, to the aphorisms

against women in Human, All Too Human, I never raised

the slightest objection. To someone who questioned

him on this point my brother replied with some heat

that these remarks had nothing whatever to do with

me. “ My sister is not a woman at all,” he said, “ she

is a friend ”—a remark which seemed in lau^rhable

Cfmtrast to my extremely feminine appearance. As a

matter of fact, however, life has demanded of me those

“ manly ” virtues which Nietzsche prized in his “ Lama.”

He entrusted me with many of his affairs, especially the

most troublesome, and used to say :
“ The Lama is

brave, it is accegsible to logical argument, it can run

after an idea witli great zeal, without consideration of

self or of what {)eople will say, it is uj)right and truth-

loving to excess.”

Yet there is a grain of truth in the rumours that I

liad personal rea.4?)n8 for lejiving Bfile. When opinions

differ widely, it is difficult for any but coarse natures to

live under the same r(X)f without quari’elling. The chief

reason why my brother's new views did not arouse the

old jubilant echo in me was my love for Christianity,

which harmonised quite well with the theories of

Schopenhauer andWagner. This curious mixture may be

found even to-day in Bayreuth and among Wagnerians.

A clergyman in Naumburg, with whose family our

mother was great friends, confessed to her that he was

a passionate devotee of Schopenhauer. Now in my
brother’s philosophy ’there was no longer any place for

Christianity, and I foresaw difficulties lietween mother

and son. *A8 fate had assigned me a middle place
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between two extreme views—Fritz’s and our mother’s

—

my main object was to avoid further estrangement

between these two. Although we still had so much in

common, I felt also that I myself was a sort of drag on

Fritz, and thought it better that we should not be

together the whole year. We discussed the matter with

perfect frankness.

Mv brother was making a last effort to combine his

official duties with his private work. As the doctora

had ordered him a change of air, he determined to take

a small house outside BAle. Accordinglv. in Julv, 1878,

I settled my brother in pretty, cosy, rooms, some way
out of Bale, in the Bnchletten, while I went myself to

the Frohburg, a charming health resort in the Jura

Mountains. Here my brother stayed with me every

Saturday to Monday. On <*ne of these visits he

remarked that it was his duty to show his friends

exactly where he now stf»od in relation to the old

teachers of his youth. He set to work at cmce, wpnt

into the woods that Sunday morning, and there wi-ote

neai'ly half a little volume, to which he gave the title

of The Xew Outlook. From the notes which he continued

at B^le it appears that the purport of this b(»ok is con-

tained in the following words :
“ One*can speak without

bias both of Wagner and of Schopenhauer, even during

their lifetime ; their greatness will always outweigh

whatever we may have to throw in the other scale of

the balance. All the more reason for warning against

the dangers of their influence.”

It is a great pity that The New Outlook w’as never

finished. An article by Bichard Wagner, published in

the Bayreuther Blatter for August, 1878, completely

changed the situation. The article was called Popularity

and the Public, and contained a series of vague but

heated attacks on my brother, which lost none of their

sting by not mentioning his name. This attack clearly

made it iinjiossible for my brother to finisii the little
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book in which he took such pains to be just and gentle

;

while on the other hand he was too sad to answer in a

sharp, irritable tone. Now really came the final breach

between my brother and Wagner, the last farewell, the

most painful disappointment as to Wagner’s character.

My brother was deeply wounded and embittered by

this disap{)ointment. The summer of 1876 had brought

the great disillusionment as to Wagner’s art
;
now he

was tormented by the disillusionment as to Wagner’s

greatness of soul, and by the distressing thought that

so vast a gulf separated him from one whom he had

loved more than any of his friends. The feeling of

having lost in Wagner the only being wdioin he could

still venerate preyed day and night upon his bodily and

spiritual health. Many years later he writes :
“ As I

went forward alone, I trembled ; not long afterwards I

was ill, nay, more than ill—weary : weaiy from my
ceaseless disajjpointment with eveiything that still

iusjjires enthusiasm in us moderns, with the strength,

labour, hoj>e, youth, love everywhere squandered

;

weary

from disgust at all tlie idealistic lying and softening

of conscience, wliich here once more had won a victory

over one of the bravest ; last, but not least, weary from

the torture of airtnexorable susj)icion, tliat I was hence-

fortli condemned to distnist more thoroughly, to suspect

more thoroughly, to be alone more thoroughly, than ever

before. For I had had no (Uie but Richard Wagner . . .

My lot has always been cast among Germans. . .
.”

Wagner also suffered through the separation, but it

must not be forgotten thsit Wagner had quite another

meaning foi Nietzsche than Nietzsche could have for

Wagner. When the Master met my brother, he himself

was an’ old man with a career that was drawing to its

close. For Wagner, therefore, the Nietzsche affair was
but an episode of Bis latter days, one that could have
no great influence or fiiture. My bnither, on the other

hand, was 'then in tliQ morning glow of his youth and
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strength
; he surroniided this friendship with a most

glorious halo, and transfonnetl the Master’s figure into

something that far suri)assed all human proportions.

Now his ideal ^\'as shatteml, and Wagner’s every action

made the ruin more complete.

Although Nietzsche’s attitude towards Wagner was

greatly aflected by the article in tlie Bayreuther Blatter,

he still strove to be motlerate and just. He wrote to

Freiherr von Seyillitz

:

“ My feelings towai'd.s Wagner are ipiite impartial.

Tlie split was Itoiuid to come ; it is good fur me, and

my emancipation from Wagner will <lo much to further

my intellectual development. ‘

'fhe caricatuiist of

Bayreuth,’ some one .said to me, * is a fool, and an

uiijn’ateful fool.’ ‘ As regards the middle-class virtue of

gi-atitude,’ I answered, ‘ men of .so high a destiny must
Ije measured by the standard of their destiny.’ What is

more, I am })erhaj)s no in(*re grateful than Wagner is

—

and so far as foolishness is concerned—^— • But jierh^ijw

I have alreadv .said enough, the 'AVagnerian ’ in vou is

bestirring himself ami looking ff)r stones to throw. . . .

No, my dear fellow, you will not throw any fit me, that I

know’. . . . But do me the favour of never d<'/<7fd/n</ me.

My j)o.sition. if I nni}’^ .say .so, is too jli-oud for that. 1

think my friends ought t(» share my pride.”

My brother had to hoar many unplcitsant things at this

time, and 1 must still marvel at his jfjitience. (Jccsision-

ally he cannot helj* fi groan. I’hus, in thanking Frau

Marie Baumgartner for a letter of hei-s (>Septcmber 10th,

1878) :
“ Xf you only knew Avhatan e.xception your letter

ivas to those I have been receiving for months! The
rest disown me three times in one brefith, and crow over

it like cocks.
”

At the beginning of August, 1878, my brother went

off for a holidav, first to Grindelwalcl and then to Inter-

Ifiken, hut his state <4' health w.as decidedly poor.

Wagner’s article had greatly affected him, (fttpecially as



CRISIS AND SEPARATION 49

he received “ horrible letters ” on the subject. He also

wrote far too much again, and the glittering clearness of

the Swiss landscape hurt his overstrained eyes, so that

he began to dislike even tbe mountain air, since it did

him no good. Moreover, he was very anxious to have a

talk with me about the change in the situation caused by
Wagner’s article. He came, therefore, on September 24th

to Naumburg, and stayed with us until the beginning of

his university term. He soon got better, and was com-

forted by the fact that I made Wagner’s associates

responsible for the unpleasant tone of the article and—in

onler to get at the truth—pntposed to discuss the matter

myself with Cosima. He had great faith in my “ power

of reconciling contrasts.”

The attempt at reconciliation, however, was an utter

failure ;
its only advantage was that it cleared up the

situation. Cosima spoke of Human, All Too Human, in a

simply withering tone; she found it “intellectually so very

insignificant,,niorally so very lamentidjle,” she called my
brother’s style "at once pretentious and slipshod,” she

thought she could “ convict the author of superficiality

and childish sojdnstry in almost every sentence of the

book,” and so forth. It is not too much to say that she

betrayed not tha faintest understanding either of the

author or t>f the value of the book. Finally she even

spoke ctf treachery ;
my brother “ had flown to a well-

fortiliod hostile camp ”
;
and she expressed a sarcastic

wish that “ the treachery might bear good fruit for its

autht>’.-.” I should not indeed have thought it possible

that my brother could be so completely misunderstood ;

and I believe that Cosima was voicing the opinion, not of

Wagner, but of some crazy Wagnerians, which she her-

self had put into even stronger language. This was also

the view of Heinrich von Stein.

Luckily, I was aWe to hold back Cosima’s letter until

my brother had resigned himself to the irreparable nature

of the breach. Still, I cannot conceal the fact that this
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letter of Cosima’s was a great solace to him, since it

was on Cosima that he now laid the entire blame for

Wagner's attitude. This is evident from various attacks

on Cosima contained in his private notes. It seems to be

a consolation to men in trying times, if they can throw

the chief blame on women ;
and my brother forms no

exception to this universal male characteristic. At the

same time, they find it easy to pardon woman for her

passionate and even unfair defence of the loved one
;
the

thought makes them quite cheerful. Later on, when my
brother was in good health, we could not help being

amused at the idea that the wife <»f lUchard Wagner,

who with his unhappy sU'le had exercised a positively

disastrous influence on the writing of a whole generation,

should have had the audacity to accuse Nietzsche of

“ slipshod ” writing. So completely am love make a

woman blind

!

The only reproach I had to make against Wagner was

that he lost my brother with an aj)parently light hemt.

We thought we saw clearlv that fi.>r him Nietzsche had

been nothing but a tool—a precious, well-lf»ved, tenderly-

handled tool, but still one that could Ixj disjiensed with.

Perhaps this view of ours was mistaken. When I

went to Bayreuth for l^arsifal in 18€2, Wagner asked

for a special interview with me, of which more anon. As
I was going, Wagner said softly :

“ Tell your brother

that since he left me I have l)een alone.” If only

Wagner—^but here is no place for “ifs,” Wagner was

Wagner and Nietzsche was Nietzsche—it amid not be

helped ! A higher law, a law of iron, held sway over

both. Nietzsche, recalling those glorious days of their

loving fnendship, gave the most sublime expression to

this idea in the aphorism “Star-Friendship,” which he

inserted in the book he was writing in 1882 :

“ We were friends and have become strangers. Bat that is

as it should be, and we will not hide it from ourselves or

obscure it, as if we ought to te as])amed. We are two ships.
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each with her own coarse and her own goal ; we may pass each
other and hold a festival with each other, as we did—and then
the good ships lay so calm in one haven and in one ray of sun-

shine, so that it might have seemed as if they were already at

their goal and had one goal. But after that the almighty

power of our task drove us apart again, into different seas and
climes, and perhaps we shall never meet again—or meet indeed

but never recognise each other ; the different seas and climes

have changed us ! It was a law unto us that we must become
strangers : and for that very reason we shall become more
honourable towards each other ! For that very reason the

thought of our former friendship shall become holy ! It

seems there is some huge invisible curve and star-track, in

which our so varied roads and goals are comprised as tiny

distances—let us raise ourselves to the height of that

conception ! But our life is too short and our vision too

limited for us to be anything more than friends in the sense of

that sublime possibility.—So we will believe in our star-friend-

ship, even if we have to be earthly enemies.'’ {Joyful Wisdom^

Aphorism 279.)

E 0



CHAPTER VI

FAREWELL TO BA.LE

In the foregoing chapter I anticipated somewhat, and
I now return to the autumn of 1878. I should like to

begin this chapter with a lament over our blindness in

not keeping our Fritz in Naumlmrg or inducing him to

go South, but letting him go bacft to his post at BA.le.

By Rohde’s advice he had gone to the famous oculist

Herr Geheimrat Grafe at Halle on Saale, in order to have
his eyes examined. This excellent specialist gave a most
discouraging verdict on the state of his eyes, declaring

after examination that the truth would be painful for his

patient to hear. “ Your eyes are a striking example of

the extent to which scholars can ruin* their sight. I

really ought to advise you not to read or write a single

word for several years. But I suppose I might as well

tell you not to breathe.” At that time it was not yet

known that headaches like my brother’s were principally

due to eye-strain ; the other doctors whom I consulted

always assumed that the eye-aches and failing vision were
the consequence of another malady, not yet diagnosed.

Through this fatal mistake the following years, especially

the winters of 1878-79 and 1879-80 were the most
painful and unbearable years of Nietzsche’s life. I am
quite ready to believe that his delicate nervous system,

the strong emotions of his intellectual development, and
the sensitiveness of his soul had a great deal to do with

his condition : but his suffering could have been greatly

lessened had it then been knoyrn what a tremendous

influence the misuse of his overworked optical nerves

had upon the rest of his system. New discoveries and
careful investigations have (alas, too late f) revealed the
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truth. Where the chief trouble lay can be seen from the

fact that a short period, in which he did nothing but

chat and go for walks, effected an amazingly rapid

recovery.

In that autumn too, he had got much better while

staying with us, and went back to work at B^le with a

stout heart. Yet this return had most evil effects in

other ways, for it brought him under the influence of the

Overbecks. No one has ever had any idea how fatal this

influence became. All the facts which I adduce here, and

about which nothing has been said hitherto, come from

reports by Frau Maiie Baumgartner and Professor Erwin

Bolide. They have made these reports to others besides

me, and at first I thought them misleading—at any

rate, so far as Overbeck is concerned. Overbeck’s

Reminiscences of Friedrich Xietzsche (published in the ^vinte^

of 1905-06 by HeiT C. A. Bernoulli in the Feuer Btind-

scluiu), together with later evidence from Herr Bernoulli

himself and fyom Dr. Burckhardt, have made it clear to

me that our loyal, upright friends, Rohde and Frau

Baumgartner, were perfectly right—that almost all the

base calumnies against my brother originated in the

Overbecks’ house, as will bo proved in a later chapter.

When my brother returned to Bale for the winter of

1878 our worthy old friend Overbeck was no longer

himself. The spiritual change was then only beginning,

but ho was already very much under the influence of

his wife. If after so many false charges the truth is to

bo spoken, it must here be stsited emj)hatically that

Frau Overbeck, through her husband—whom she unfor-

tunately ruled more and more completely as the years

went on—exerted a most malign influence upon all my
brother’s connections, so far as she was able to get at

his friends, and thus shake their mutual confidence.

Only the friends Who were not in relation with the

Overbecks—Deussen, Gersdoft* Seydlitz—could remain

loyal to Nietzsche. JEn a conversation, long, and for
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me very painful, which we had in September, 1895,

Frau Baumgartner said :
“ None of Nietzsche’s friends

would ever have proved false to him if Frau Overbeck

had not come between them and Nietzsche.” “But
surely,” I objected, “ Overbeck himself remained loyal !

”

“ No," answered Frau Baumgartner, indignantly, “ he

was the most disloyal of them all—^you ought to have

heard him speak. Through his wife he became a changed

man.” Those who have raid Overbeck’s Reminiscences

will readily understand Frau Baumgartner’s indignation.

Among all my brother’s tragedies of friendship, this

Overbeck affair was the most lamentable
; for Nietzsche

never suspected how Overbeck had wronged him, thinking

on the contrary that Overbeck and his wife were the

only true friends who still remained faithful when all

the rest had flown. As Frau Bsiumgartner justly

remarked, it will always be a riddle how Nietzsche,

after his early antipathy to Frau Overbeck, could a)me

to rate her as high as her husband and—if only for a few

years—could rejwse confidence in this woman.

The baneful influence which the Overbecks now began

to exert on Nietzsche would have been impossible if the

breach with Wagner had not altereil his whole way of

thinking, and opened the door to ^mistrust. In this

deeply wounded soul Frau Overbeck, either herself or

through the agency of her husband, now sowed the seeds

of discord and suspicion. Once, for instance, when my
brother mentioned liohde in their presence, they shrugged

their shoulders and exchanged meaning looks : while to

Ilohde they actually spoke against Nietzsche. In the

spring of 1879, my brother made a remark implying that

he could no longer rely on Bohde’s friendship. He was

deeply moved on receiving at the end of that year a

warm letter from liohde, proving that he had been

utterly mistaken. But the sting temained. The final

rupture with Rohde would never have come but for the

vague, disquieting talk in which ^he Overbeoks indulged
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for years. As Frau Baumgartner admirably phrased it

;

“ The Overbecks robbed Nietzsche of his belief in his

friends, and his friends of their belief in his greatness !

”

There is no doubt that Overbeck before his marriage

was a loyal and sincere friend to Nietzsche, and would
have remained so but for his wife’s influence. Bohde
spoke of this influence as “ a worm gnawing at Overbeck’s

soul ”
; and in the lleminiscences 1 can detect a sort of

dialogue between the old and the new Overbeck, an

attempt to take back things said about Nietzsche in the

presence of his wife. It is clear, then, that Frau

Overbeck was the chief villain of the piece : and the

question arises, what were her motives? From what
Frau Baumgartner has said and from my own observa-

tions, it seems clear that so soon as she came to Bale she

strove to make her husband Nietzsche’s only friend and

herself Nietzsche’s “ soul-sister.” To this end, two

persons had to be removed : Rohde, whom (except

Wfigner, of. course) my brotlier valued most highly

among all the friends of his youth, and I, who held the

first place in his confidence. Rohde and I were thus the

victims of Frau Overbeck’s ambition, but the chief victim,

after all, was my poor brother ; for all who had any con-

nection with the Overbecks anil had previously cherished

a sinct»re veneration for Nietzsche—Professor Adolf

Baumgartner, for instance, Frau Baumgartner’s son, who
had been an enthusijistic pupil of his—now lost their

reverence for Nietzsche’s greatness and for his character,

and came to look upon him with shy circumspection.

The old venei’ation for my brother’s personality, such as

was paid him, for instance, in the Engadine by many old

acquaintances from Bfile, was now only to be found

among those who stood entirely outside the Overbeck

circle.

It was against *me, however, that Frau Overbeck

principally tried to set my brotlier—at first by mildly

disparaging remarks, Jbut later on by open back-biting.
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On this subject Frau Baumgartner has a whole heap of

stories to tell, which might be called amusing if they had
not had such grievous consequences. In the winter of

1878-79 Frau Baumgartner saw a good deal of my
brother, for this self-sacrificing woman, whose hand-

writing was quite beautiful, wrote out the manuscript of

MisceUaneous Maxims and Opinions.^ My brother, she

relates, complained to her once that the Overbecks were

pressing him too hard to get rid of his sister, saying

:

“An old maid readily clings to her only brother, and
thus later on* sometimes becomes a terrible burden.”

Frau Baumgartner laughed outright at these complaints,

and ventured to answer that up to now it seemed as if

Nietzsche had thrown a pretty heavy burden on his

sister, rather than the other way about. Nietzsche

thoroughly agreed with this remark
; he was quite

certain, he added, that simply for the sake of looking

after him, I had refused advantageous proposals of

marriage.

Shortly afterwards, when his departure from Bale was
discussed, and it seemed doubtful whether the University

would grant him a suiHcient pension—the Swiss Universi-

ties are not bound to give pensions at all—I put my whole

fortune at his disposal and said that I«would try to earn

my own living. My brother had told Frau Baumgartner

of this, whereupon she cried, “ So you see yourself how
little there is in what Frau Overbeck says !

” If, indeed,

these first slanders failed in their object, still Frau

Overbeck persevered, and constant dropping will wear

away a stone. Her depreciatory remarks were directed

not only against me, but also against our mother. She

professed to pity my brother for having relatives who
suited him so littie ;

how insignificant, how imperfect we
were, was her constant theme. The ultimate result

might almost be called ludicrous. My brother was still

most devoted to us, but tried to hide the fact from the

^ This forms a section of Human, All Tt>o Human, Vol. f1.—^Tr.
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Overbecks. He did not always succeed, and thus caused

Frau Overbeck some unpleasant surprises.

1 have been anticipating again, and now return to the

winter of 1878-79. After his holiday at Naumburg

Fritz was relatively in a fit condition when he entered

on the winter term at B^le. He gave his lectures and

lived a very solitary life almost outside the town, where

the workmen’s quarter of Biimigen now extends. At

that time there were hardly any houses there, and he

could enjoy pleasant walks from home without having

to pass through streets. He had arranged to live on a

system prescribed by the Italian Cornaro—with what

evil results the end of the winter showed, as he relates

himself in The Twilight of the Gods. He lived entirely on

fruit, rusks, vegetable soups as specially made for invalids,

and cold roast meat, daintily prepared for him by a

Delikatessen shoj). There is no doubt that my brother

was trying at tliis time to imitate Diogenes in the tub a

little ; he wanted to find out the minimum required to

satisfy a philosopher’s wants. These four months, how-

ever (for the system lasted no longer than that), have

been tricked out by malicious romancers with all manner

of legends. Seeking to l)elittle my brother or even to

make him ridiculous, they turn his dried fruits, figs and

dates, and his apples, pears and dates into cabbages and

leeks, which, they say, he bought himself and brought

with him into the class-room. Why he did so, these

fools cannot say ;
nor is this strange, seeing that he never

ate cabbages or leeks in his life, and certainly had no

idea of giving such things to his students. He saw no

friends at this period, but Professor Overbeck came to

read to him, and altogether showed a kindly anxiety for

his welfare. Nietzsche rarely returned these visits, and

otherwise avoided meeting acquaintances.

The chief reason*for such a complete retirement must

be found in the remark he used to make to me, “ I am
not in sufiiciently goocLhealth to fight continually with the



58 THE LONELY NIETZSCHE

unspoken thoughts and secret opposition of my friends."

Great indeed are the contradictions of the human heart,

even in a philosopher ! Fritz allowed his fnends perfect

freedom as to their own opinions, whether they remained

faithful to Wagner and Schopenhauer or were ready to

listen to new doctrines ; but for all that, it annoyed

him to see our |)ersonal convictions so firmly attached to

the old gods.

On his life at the time he writes to Freiherr von

Seydlitz (November, 1878):

“My dear friend, I am always thinking of you. Bless your

kind soul! But I am no longer up to writing letters, my
oldest friends can no more expect this of me than my latest.

I must live for my professional work and for my own task

—

for a master and for a divine mistress at once : far too much for

my feeble powers and my broken health. Seen from outside,

it is the life of a greyljeard and a hermit : a complete absence

of intercourse, even with friends, is essential. In spite of this

I am full of courage ; forward, excehior

!

”

' c

With w’hat feelings he faced even the possibility of

g(»ing blind is show'u by a ])athetic aphorism of this

period

:

“ Ay, the favour of the Muses !—^What Homer says of it

grips the very heart, so true, so terri1>le it is : ‘ With all

her heart the Muse loved him, and vouchsafed him good and

evil : for she reft him of eyesight and gave him the gift of sweet

song.’ An endless text for the thinker
:
good and evil she

vouchsafes, that is her way of loving with all her heart 1 And
everyone will interpret specially for himself, why we thinkers

and poets must give up our eyes in her service.”

He had at first intended to go away eveiy week-end,

but nothing came of the idea, for work upon his lectures

and his new book took up his whole time. Instead of

taking a rest at week-ends, he continued working with

unabated energy, or ran over to Lorrach, in Baden, where

his excellent friend Fmu Marie Baumgartner, its was

mentioned above, w'as copying the«manuscriptijf his new.
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but not altogether newly composed, book. In the two
collections of aphorisms which make up the second

volume of Lluman, All Too Human, there is much that owes
its conception and first draft to the summer and autumn
of 1877 and the following winter. In particular, a great

part comes from those notes written at Sorrento, for

which he had not found space in the first volume. Of
course he overworked himself again this winter, and with

more serious results than ever before, on account of his

insufficient nourishment. In March, 1879, the Miscellaneous

Maxims and Opinions appeared, and afforded my brother

little plea-sui-e
; for his friends either said nothing or

expressed themselves in tortuous fashion—except, as in

the case of the first volume, Jakob Burckhardt, Dr. Paul

R^-e and Peter Gast.

For the Easter holidays Fritz went to Geneva, without

any benefit to his health. After his return there came a

tenible crisis, violent headaches, eye-aches in constant

succession, vith vomiting that lasted all day—all his

patience, all his courage was at an end ! I was urgently

requested by Overbeck to come to Bsile at once. When
1 an-ived I had a dreadful shock ; I hardly recognised

my dear bi^other—a weary man, prematurely aged, gave

me his hand with deep emotion. He had never looked

like this
;
formerly, everyone had been amazed to see how

Fritz, in spite of all his suffering, looked better and was

more robust than many persons in permanent good health.

The extraordinary regimen above described accounted for

his tearful loss of strength in the previous winter. He
had no idea how carefully I had looked after his digestion

in the former had winter in BUle, so that during the long

days of pain he never ceased to take sufficient food. 1

violently reproached myself with not having laid enough

stress on this point. It was now cleai- that only this

careful treatment had enabled him to go through the

earlier winters in BA,le. I must confess, however, that his

own reginaen for a tim^ suited him veiy well in the South.
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To continue his professorial work at £dle, however,

was now out of the question. Fritz handed in his

1‘esignation, addi-essing the following letter to the educa-

tional authorities

:

“ The state of mj health, ^hich has frequently caused me
to ask for special favours at your hands, allows me now to take

the final step and to request that I may be permitted to give

up my teaching post at the University. In recent years I

have, to my great regret, been guilty of frequent irregularity

in the execution of my duties; and my ever-increasing

tendency to painful headaches, the continual loss of time

caused by my frequent illness, and the repeated certainty that

my sight has become considerably impaired—all this has now
reached a point where I cannot satisfactorily fulfil those duties

or, in fact, perform them at all. I see no prospect of being

able to count on any rapid improvement in a condition which

has now become chronic, seeing that for years I have made
attempt after attempt to get cured, and have regulated my
life to that end with the sternest self-denial—in vain, as I must

now confess ; so that I have in fact lost all hope of being able

to resist my suffering much longer.

“ It would be detrimental to our University and to classical

studies in general, if 1 continued to fill a post to which I am
no longer suited. All that remains for me is to express, with

deep regret, the wish that I may be permitted to resign, and at

the same time to tender my thanks for*the many proofs of

kindly consideration which the authorities have given me from

the day of my appointment.”

The resignation was sanctioned, and he was granted

a pension of £120 a year, paid partly by the Government

and partly by the University. The answering letter of

the authorities ran as follows :

“In forwarding yon the document whereby Government

sanctions your resignation, we express for our part our sincere

thanks for the faithful devotion yon haye shown in your teach-

ing wovk at our University, so long and so far as was possible.

We also venture to hope that the illness, which to our great

regret has caused a temporary cessation of your activities,may
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reasonably soon yield to the silent inflnence of time and repose.

May your patience not be put to too severe a test

!

“ Pray accept, Professor, the assurance of our genuine esteem.
“ In the name of the Board of Education,

“ The President.”

My brother was Professor at BS,le for ten years, and
during this period his lectures included the following

subjects : Greek Literature, Greek Religion, Greek
Lyric Poetry, Fragments of Greek Lyric Poets, Ancient

B,hetoric, Greek Metres, Latin Grammar, Boman Inscrip-

tions, the Pre-Socratic Philosophers, Hesiod, Theognis,

the Chofphoroe of yEschylus, the (J'Mipus Hex of Sophocles,

Plato’s Life and Writings, the Platonic Dialogues

(introductory), Aristotle’s llhetoric, Plato’s Apology and

rhaedo, Thucyflides, Diogenes Laertius, Cicero, Cicero’s

Acadmica. Those who know Nietzsche’s numerous

writings of this j)eriod and now see this long list of lectures

may well imagine that my brother took his professional

work easily. Recently, however, the three volumes of

his Hhilologica have appeared, and caused great astonish-

ment among all scholars, for they show that even in the

execution of these duties my brother was conscientious-

ness personified, and that pride forced him to fulfil his

teaching functions as well as possible and to do the best

he could for the instruction of his students. An excellent

scholar wrote to me, after a perusal of the recently pub-

lished Philologica :
“ In the fulfilment of his professional

duties Nietzsche’s personality appears as great as it does

in his work as thinker and artist. Just as his classical

researches are marked by penetrating acumen and fertile

synthesis, so do his lectures display a care in preparation

that was then almost without parallel, and a mastery of

his subject-matter that places them by the side of those

of Jakob Burckhardt.”

Yet this conscientiousness may in a sense be called his

misfortune, for it put such a strain on his already defec-

tive eyesight, and oontributed to his terrible sufferings.
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It was a signal injustice towards himself that he did not

decide earlier to end his professional career and leave

BMe
;
the last years had meant a useless expenditure of

strength, and the damage they caused was almost irrepar-

able. But as I have said before, everything in my
brother’s life developed slowly, most slowly of all his belief

in himself and in his highest vocation. In Guyau’s Sketch

of a Morality u'ithout Obligation or Sanction we came upon
a passage which my brother had heavily marked in the

margin :
“ Let us suppose, for instance, an artist who

realises that he has genius, and finds himself all his

life condemned to manual labour
; this feeling ofa wasted

existence, of a task unfulfilled, of an ideal unrealised,

will obsess his brain in the same wav as if it were the

consciousness of a moral weakness.'* My brother makes
a pathetic marginal comment :

“ Such was my own
existence at Bale.”

"With what emotions my brother, in all the atnor fati of

his later life, looked back at that tragiq period and all

the changes it brought about, may be gathered from the

following note written in the autumn of 1888 :

“ At that time my instinct proclaimed an irrevocable decree

that I should no longer give in, go with the stream, and stifle

my own nature. Any imaginable mode of life, the most
unfavourable conditions, sickness, poverty—anything seemed

better than that unworthy altruism, into which I had fallen,

at first from ignorance and youth, and to which I afterwards

clung from indolence and a so-called ‘sense of duty.’ And
now, in the nick of time—I can never marvel enough at this

piece of good fortune—that evil legacy from my father came

to my aid. It really meant the predestination to an early

death. Illness slowly pulled me out of the mire; it saved me
from any rupture, from any violent or outrageous step. I lost

no goodwill at the time, and indeed gained a good deal after-

wards. Illness gave me a right to a coipiplete revolution in

all my habits ; it allowed me, nay, commanded me, to forget

;

it involved the need of lying still, of idleness, of patient waiting

—in other words, it compelled me to Itmk ! My e^e trouble
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alone made an end of all bookwormery—

*

philology we
Germans call it. 1 was released from ‘ books/ for years I read
no more—and that is the greatest blessing 1 ever procured
myself ! My inmost self had been crushed or silenced, as it

were, by the continual necessity of listening to other selves (for

that is all that ‘ reading ’ means) ; now it awoke—slowly, shyly,

dubiously, but at last it did speak again. Never did I take so

much pleasure in myself as in the most sickly and painful

period of my life. One need only glance at Dawn of Day or

The Wanderer and His Shadow to realise what this ‘ return

to myself ’ meant : the most glorious form of convalescence

!

The rest followed only hy a natural sequence.”

Still, there was as yet no idea of improvement or con-

valescence ; Fritz had lost all belief that he would get
well. His torments were all the more intense in that

they were never interrupted by any stupor in the day-
time or by a few consecutive hours of sleep at night.

Yet in spite of the agony, his brain went on working.

In Ecce Homo he describes his condition in the worst
yeays of his illness (1879-80)

:

“ In the midst of my torments, which included an uninter-

rupted throe days’ headache and painful nausea, my reasoning

powers were wonderfully clear. With perfect calmness I

thought out matters for which in a healthier state I am not

sufficiently aspirin^^r subtle or cool. Perhaps my readers

know to what extent I regard dialectics as a symptom of

decadence ; as for instance in the most celebrated case, that

of Socrates. Feverish derangement of the intellect, even the

semi-stupor which fever brings on—from all such symptoms I

have been entirely free to this day, and as to their nature and
frequency I have had to inform m3'Belf from books.'’

After my arrival we remained only one di\y at Bfde,

Fritz instructing me what to do with his books and manu-
scripts. Some of his books he had already given away
or sold, but the bulk of his library was still there. The
books were to be packed in cases and housed with

friends, with the excej)tion of two trunks full, which he

intended tc^ take with him on his travels. It gave me
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quite a shock to hear what he meant to do with his

manuscripts. It was his habit to write all preliminary

matter in stiff-bound notebooks. He now made two

heaps of these on the floor ; one heap was to be packed,

the other to be burnt. “ What do I want with all these

notebooks ?
” he said

;
“ I shall soon be either blind or

dead !
” I was horror-stricken at the thought that these

books in his dear handwriting were to be burnt. Fritz,”

I said, hesitatingly, how can these stifi-bound note-

books be burnt ?
” “ Of course they won’t burn with

the covers on,” he rejilied ;
then he took a penknife

and ri})ped off the covers. “ Look here, Fritz,” I said,

“ I've already found .something that ought not to go in

the fire—^j’ou must let me sort the whole lot out.” “Just

as you please,” answered Fritz, “ only take the stuff out

of my sight—have it ])acked away, or burnt, I lefive

everything in your loving and capable hands.” The

heap of notebooks which my brother was ready to

commit to the flames comprised a large part of volumes

IX. and X. in the Complete edition of hie works, and of

the three volumes of his classical writings. Needless to

say, I did not burn a single line. In all the wealth

of hie intellect, my brother had quite forgotten what

priceless treasures were stored up in these manuscripts.

From Btlle we went to Schloss Bremgarten, near Berne,

and stayed there nearly three weeks. The whole period,

with its infinite melancholy, is indelibly graven in my
memory. Near the castle there are long stretches of

lovely woodland, and a garden with gigantic old trees,

lying high a>)ove the Aar and forming a peninsula in

that liver. After the departure from Bftle the worst

symptoms of Fritz’s illness were over, but he always had

the feeling that they might recur. Besides, he was half-

blind, and so exhausted that we dared not hope for

much
j

still, we walked about 'a good deal. The

surroundings of Schloss Bremgarten are wonderfully

picturesque, and I can still see, the touching look with
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which my brother viewed the whole glorious landscape,

as if he were bidding farewell for ever. One evening we
rested on a high plateau ; it was a wide, lonely space

fringed with dark firs, which stood out in sharp relief

against the cold blue sky. Birds of prey seemed to be

holding a meeting on the tree-tops ; as they came and

flew away with shrill, hoarse cries, and we looked at the

wild, silent scenery and shivered in the cool evening airs

we were seized with the impression of an unending

loneliness
; we seemed to be cut off from all living things,

as if in a place of death, whence even the birds of jn’ey

flew with mocking screams. “ Lisbeth,” said my brt>ther,

solemnly, “ promise me that, when I die, only my friends

shall stand about my coffin—no inquisitive crowd. See

that no ])riest or anyone else utters falsehoods at my
graveside, when I can no longer defend myself, and let

me descend into my tomb as an honest pagan.” I raised

my h.'uid as if tor an oath, and swore to do as he asked.

When I had put his affairs in order in Bale, and had

given away or sold his furniture, 1 packed the manu-
scripts in my trunk and sent it to Naumburg—contrary

to the injunctions r>f Professor Overbeck, Avho strongly

urged me to bum “the old rubbish.” I still see him
l.)efore me, contemptjjpusly setting his foot upon the heap

manuscripts. I must add, however, that Overbeck

was somewhat hurt because my brother had emphatically

refuseil his and his wife’s kind ofler to put his affairs

in order. “ I am glad to know that you, and no one

else, will take charge of all my things,” he said to me,

and afterwards praised me for arranging everything by

myself, and that, too, after his own heart. It is one of

the saddest times I have lived through. To break uj)

this little household and work alone among the ruins

was a melancholy task. One day an unknown admirer

of my brother came fr«m North Germany
; be mu.st have

thought that I was preparing for an imminent dciatb. I

should like to point out, however, that in spite of his

L.N. * p
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slight annoyance Overbeck behaved as a real friend and

was extremely helpful. However much his expression of

his feelings may have changed, I believe that in his

innermost heart he never loved anyone as he loved my
brother. It was only later that this friendship was

marred, and we must not draw conclusions for the earlier

period from the later.

After all, my brotlier made some recovery during the

threeweeks that we spent together at Schloss Bremgarten,

and the clearest sign of this was that we had again l)egun

to make all sorts of plans for the future. He next went

on to Ziirich, w’here for a fortnight a kind, motherly

friend looked after him and cheered him uj). From

Zurich he travelled to Wiesen, and thence at the end of

June to St. Moritz. For the first time his wounde<l

spirit was cheered by the brightness of the Engadine

sky, the noble, heroic contours of its scenery, the whole

splendid colour-scheme of its lakes and flowery meadows

and slopes. How delighted he was, how closely Akin

with his surroundings he felt, is shown by two aphorisms

in the little book he wrote there, a book which exhales

all the mountain-air of his mood—The Wanderer and Hin

Shadow. The aphorisms run as folhm's :

'‘Finding one’s Dovhle in Nature.—In many a stretch of

country we discover ourselves again, with a pleasant thrill ; it

is the most delightful way of finding one’s donbla lYhat

capacity for happiness there most be in one who has this

feeling just here, in this sunny October atmosphere, in this

roguish, merry play of the breeze from morning till evening,

in this most pure clearness and most moderate coolness, in all

the graceful, stately hill, lake and forest scenery of this high

platean, fearlessly planting itself near the terrors of the eternal

snows—^here, wWe Italy and Finland join hands, and the

home of the all silvery hues of Nature seems to be. How
happy must he be who can say ‘ No doubt there are many
grander and more beautiful places in Nature, but this is

intimate and familiar to me, in blood-kinship yrith me—^nay,

more than that !

’ ” *
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“ Et in Arcadia ego.—I looked down, over the billowy hills,

towards a milky-green lake, through firs and pines solemn

with age ; fragments of rock were all around me, and the soil

was gay with flowers and grasses. A straggling herd of cattle

was moving before me ; single cows and groups in the distance,

in the clearest evening light, near the pine-forest; others

nearer, darker ; all in repose and evening contentment. My
watch showed me that the time was nearly half-past five. The
bull of the herd had entei'ed the white, foaming stream, and
was slowly following its tumultuous course, now resisting, now
yielding; that, no doubt, was his form of savage comfort.

Two dark-brown creatures from Bergamo were the cow-herds ;

the girl was dressed almost like a boy. On the left, rocky

slopes and stretches of snow above broad belts of wood-

land, on the right, two enormous ice-bound peaks, high above

me, swimming in the veil of the sun-haze.—All was grand,

silent and bright. The beauty of the whole moved one to

awe and to mute adoration of the moment that revealed it.

Involuntarily, as if nothing were more natural, one put Greek

heroes into this pure, clear world of light, which had no

element of yeawning, expecting, looking before and after : somust
Poussin and his pupils have felt ; at once heroic and idyllic.

—

So, too, isolated men have lived, continually feeling the world

in themselves and themselves in the world ; and among these

was one of the greatest of mankind, the discoverer of a heroic

and idyllic form of ]n];iilosophy—Epicurus.”

Later, Fritz used to say, “The Engacliiie gave me back

my life.” ( hice mere lie was filled with cheerful senti-

ments about life, as may lie seen from his naive, childlike

letters of July, 1879 :

“ This morning I wanted to write the birthday letter, and

behold, the little liox comes, and it is I who get a present on t/our

birthday ! How funny ! I shall certainly make up to yon for

this, only you must wait till I feel a bit more at home here.

At present I have no idea what one can get here.—So for

to-day nothing but fondest love and thanks for the present, the

past and the future, dear sister. You have helped me as only

a good sister can help.—^Again I see to-day how everything has

been chosep after my own heart, down to the ver}’ dish-cloth

—

I meant to ask you for* one. How nice the ‘ brown college
’

F 2
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loaves are—couldn’t one bake oneself something in the barley

line? The bakers here are dreadfully dear. ... In fact,

prices run high for everything! . . . Still, St. Moritz suits

me down to the ground. I am often ill, have already spent

four days in bed, and every day brings its jeremiad, yet in

spite of all I can stand it better here than anywhere else. I

feel as if I had been searching for a long time and had at last

found what I want. Improvement is no longer to be thought

of—much less recovery. But it is a great deal to be able

to endure—you know what I mean. ...”

He had ]iow formed the r€\soliiti«>n of going to Naum-
burg for the autumn. Near our mother’s house, on the

old city ramj>art, was a tt>wer formerly used for defensive

purposes, with a large garden. This jnece of ground
belonged to the city, and we had had the idea that Fritz

should rent tliis tower with the garden, live there, and
do a little gardening by way of physical exercise. As
he now felt in better health, he found this plan very

attractive, and writes eagerly to mj” mother, who bad
gone into the matter :

' The idea ofcultivating vegetables

is very much to my liking, and is by no means unwwthy
of a future ‘sage.’ You know that I have a fancy for a

simple, natural mode of life, it always makes me stronger

—in fact, there is for me no other ^^ay of keeping fit.

What I need is real vorl-j which takes time and gives me
trouble, without involving any mental exertion. Didn’t

Father say that I was sure to become a gardener some
day ? True, I am quite inexperienced, but otherwise I

am not a fool. At first you will have to coach me a

bit.”

In September Fritz and I met at Chur. I was per-

fectly astounded to see what a recovery he had made.

He was so fresh and elastic, had such a healthy com-

plexion, and had so completely regained his firm, upright

carriage, that I could find no words for my joy and

surprise. It came out that he had not seen himself

in the looking-glass for months,* and he wsfe now quite
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astonished himself at the change in his appearance.

These were happy days, when we even hoped that he

might become well again. Eight years later he thought

longingly of those days. “ Do you remember, my dear

Lama, how we once breakfasted together on the Hill of

Roses at Chur ? It was the autumn of 1879. You had

the worthy George Eliot’s ‘ Middlemarch ’ with you.

Just there it is tliat your brother is living now, at a

teacher’s house, waitinij to see if the weather will at last

allow of the ascent to the Engadine.” In another letter

of the same period :
“ What a contrast between the

})rcsent and those happy days ! Good God, how lonely

1 am nt)W ! I no longer have anyone to laugh with, to

drink tea with, to cheer me up affectionately.”

Fritz went to Naumburg without me—I was called

away on a visit—and at first wrote very cheerfully about

his stay Miere, telling me that his new book. The

IVanderer and His Shadow, would very soon be published.

A, fortnight later, however, he wrote that he was trying

to get rid of the tower and garden as soon as jHjssible

;

with his weak eyes, gardening proved exhausting work,

and in fact he did not think he could stand life in

Northern Europe much longer. Wljen winter came on,

the old miseiy beg.«i again. ’The year Januaiy^, 1879-

January, 1880 was the wtuvst of his life for pain and

suffering. Once he writes :
“ A heavy buixlen lies upon

me—on 118 days this year I have had severe attacks,”

In his recollections (1880) he says of this period :
“ In my

thirty-sixth year niy vitality readied its nadir—I lived,

but without seeing three steps in front of me. Then (it

was 1879) I resigned my professorship at Bille, lived

through the summer like a shadow at St. Moritz, and the

following winter—the most sunless I have known—like

a shadow at Naumburg. This was my low-water mark.

It was now that my Wanderer and His Shadow appeared

—well I certainly knew all about shadows.”

The abpve mentioned book was published about
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Christmas time, and was again received with great delight

by his old friends, except of coui’se the Wagners, who
had uo longer read anything of Nietzsche’s since the first

volume of Human, All Too Human. Kohde was the first

to give voice to these impressions, and this pleased my
brother very much. Fritz writes to him ;

" A thousand thanks, dear friend ! Your old affection Tvith a

newseal upon it—^that was the most precious gift upon the eve of

the presentation. Seldom have I been so fortunate : as a rule

the result of a publication for me personally has been that some
friend or other left me in a huff (as my shadow does in this book).

1 know so well the feeling of joyless isolation, and this

testimony to your loyalty has touched me deeply. My state of

health is again horrible

—

suntinfo, abalitu-o, and I marvel at it

myself. Your devoted F. N.”

His agonies gradually reached a pitch they hatl never

reached before, and now he had no professional duties to

perform, and no hook to write. He lost all patience,

wrf»te frantically about life in Northern Euro|)e. in

general (lienceforth he ccniceived a violent dislike for

Naumburg), be was desperate, bojwjless. Formerly lie

had always said, “ I must not die yet, 1 still have much
to do ”

; but now for the first time he was seized with a

passionate longing for death, for the^orinent W'as beyoiiA

all bearing. He said farewell to all whom he loved, even

to me. On December 31st, 1879, he W’rites :
“ The most

dreadful year of my life is drawdug to an end—but if it

is to be my last year, 1 shall depart without regret, and

with head unbowed. Farewell, dearest sister. 1 have

only two words for you : heartfelt thanks ! Your

brother.”

On January 16th he continues to describe his sufferings,

but in this letter there already shines a ray of new hojie

for the future

:

“ This is just to send you fondest love, my dear sister ; they

are the first lines I have been able to write this^ year. Since
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Christmas the attacks have been very bad—worse than ever.

I felt as if I had to say good-bye before it was nightp and utter

my heartfelt thanks to all who have shown me love and
kindness. And to whom more than to you, dear sister—to

you, my comforter and helper in all my troubles !—I think I

have done my life’s work—true, as one who has not been allowed

enough time. There was so much 1 could still have said, and
at every hour that is free from pain I feel so rich! So I

suppose I must go on suffering these torments and, in spite of

all, hope for improvement ? Well, if I can only endure—that’s

already a great deal

!

As soon as possible I will go to some place where I can

once more enjoy my w’alks, which have now become impossible

:

probably to Lake Garda. I shall always think of you most
gratefully. Your brother.

“ Wli}’, oh why did I come to this dreadful, gloomy North ?

Ifow my health has deteriorated since those dear happy days

at Chur!—in sx)itc of the care and attention of our dear

mother.”
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FRESH PATHS

The winter of 1879-80 at Naumburg was the period

of my brother’s greatest physical depression^ and accord-

ingly he had no pleasant memories of this good city, with
its charming situation and its glorious walks, which
might have called up such delightful associations of his

younger days. Later, when there was talk of a meeting,

he writes :
“ Not at Naumburg, please—^you know how

little the place suits me, and that it touches no chord in

my heart. I don’t seem like a ‘ native ’ there, and it has

never made me feel ‘ at home.’ ” What he missed particu-

larly that winter was a companion for his thoughts and
for the hopes that were once more Bhyly„ emerging ; a

companion who would have strengthened and encouraged
him on the fresh path of his development, which he was
entering with fear and trembling. For, as he writes

very aptly to a timorous young friend :
“ It is curious to

notice how anyone who soon leaves 4lie traditional high-

way in order to travel on his own proper path always
has more or less the sense of being an exile, a condemned
criminal, a fugitive from mankind. This form of bad
conscience is the burden of good men who stand alone.

The remedy is—what do you think ?—a striking success

in the eyes of those whose path one has left.” But it

was just this success that was lacking, more and more
lacking from year to year. The one gleam of light in

the whole winter was the publication of The IVanderer

and His Shadow^ w'hich at least brought him some letters

from his old friends, written with the old warmth and
intimacy and trying delicately to ignore the essential

barrier that had arisen. ,
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Our dear mother, in spite of her great love and care,

was not exactly an encouraging influence for her son.

She did not like his occupying himself with ideas that

could only make him enemies, and was constantly saying,

“ Why don’t you keep to your Greeks ? ” His interest

in the Greeks she considered quite harmless. It seems

touching to me now that my brother actually complied

with this request to some extent. He classified his

earlier Greek studies and examined the treatise on
“ Philosophy in the Tragic Age of Greece,” begun in

1873, to see if he might complete it, without too much
trouble, on the basis of later notes he had written. As
I was compelled to be away in Switzerland all this

winter, my brother began dictating to my mother
; and,

to please her, he dictated a preface to this work on the

Greek Philosophere. Yet he never finished the treatise,

for he saTv weakness and spiritual retrogression in this

return to the old work, this halt in mid-career. After-

wards he excused himself by saying that at the time he

really believed death was near, and accordingly thought

it right to set his literary work in order with a view to

posthumous publication.

Although at Naumburg my brother was outwardly

fairly cheerful, exCept on his days of pain, he could

never quite get over a certain feeling of depression.

This he attributed mainly to the climatic conditions

there, the dampness of the air, etc., assuming that these

peculiarities had a lowering influence upon him and upon

other men of his stamp. He writes accordingly to Peter

Gast :
“ The climate of these towns tends to thwart our

creative faculties, and this continual woiTy makes us ill.”

There seems to be just springing up a science which

designates the natui'e of the soil and the atmosphere as

highly important, nay as the determining factor, for

mental as well as physical health. As we can see from

my brother’s books and letters, he was already taking a

keen interest in investigations of this kind. What an
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extraordinary influence the climate and the state of the

barometer exercised upon Nietzsche has been shown by
an excellent physician, Dr. Paul Cohn, in a series of

penetrating studies in the Medizinische JVocJienschrift

[_J\Iedical Weekly^. I shall come back to this point

later.

Even a visit from Dr. Paul R^e in February, 1880,

could not hold my brother back, although he then found

Ilee’s company much to his liking. On February 12th

he started for the South, staj^ed a few days at Bozen,

but found the weather still so raw there that he went
on to Riva. He was at once greatly taken with this

attractive sjiot and its environs, and it quite came up to

the ideas he had had of it for years. In the previous

winter (1877-8), when we Avere together at Brde, I had
read to liim Stifter’s charming tale, 'The Two Sisters^ the

scene of which is laid by Lake Garda. Even then we
had formed the plan of spending a year at Riva. He at

once took a boat trip on Lake Garda, such as Stifter so

enchantingly describes. • •

My brother was soon fortunate enough to have his

amanuensis Peter Gast with him once more ; they lived

together in the Villa Temj»e. Although the state of his

health compelled him to be much alone, at any rate he

now had some one to whom he coulS utter his thoughts

and also occasionally dictate. He did not, however, ntay

long at Riva ; for tlie descrijition Gast gave him of

Venice atti*acted him to that city, esjxjcially as he did

not feel so well during the last weeks at Riva. So on
March 12tli, 1880, he went to Venice, which he had
never seeri befoie, but W'hich was henceforth destined

to be one of his favourite places of residence. This per-

manent preference for Venice seems to me to prove that

a dry atmosphere, which my brother always considered

indispensable for his well-being, wap not the only climatic

condition that did him good.

My brother writes on March 15th :
“ Two evenings ago
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I arrived in Venice
; the last weeks in Eiva I was very ill.

Here I have pleasant, quiet lodgings, with a warm stove
;

the Piazza San Marco is quite near. Yesterday was fine,

but cold
; still in the afternoon I was able to drink my coffee

in the open, to the sound of music. The whole place was
decorated with flags, and the doves of St. Mark flew
peacefully all around.” These first lodgings were only
provisional

; on March 27th he writes :
“ To-day I move

to my new lodgings. They have a sea view (it was too

opi)ressive for me in the city). My room is 22 feet in

length, height and breadth
;

it is decorated with fine

marble, and has a goj*gooiis staircase leading up to it
;

and with all that, it is amazingly bare.” He was greatly
delighted with his stay in Venice. On April 2nd he
writes ;

“ This is the first rainy day in Venice, and I feel

it a bit—but on the whole the place suits me much
better than Eiva. One lives very comfortably here, and
1 expect 1 shall stay the whole summer. Ciust reads to

me tor two or three hours a day. The lofty rooms and
thfe quiet make uie sleep much better, and what is more I

have the sea air at first hand, not yt‘t tainted bv passing

through Venice.” My brother says that CJast read to

him, but I’eally these hour.s weiv devoted more to dicta-

tion.
^

His favourable repoiis about his health show' that the

creative mood, already awakencil at Kiva, was now’ full

upon him. This period in Venice, from Mareh to June
1880, makes an imjMjrtant st<‘j) in the upward movement
of his new intellectual tendencies. The dictate<l work,
culled Omhra di I’^enczia, serves as a })roof. The notes for

Daunt of Day were now begun. Here W'e see, in its first

faint outlines, the doctrine of the instincts which conti’ol

the intellectual as well as the moral faculties
; we note the

appearance of the theoiy that all truth is purely relative ;

and there are even embiyonic signs of the doctrine of the

Will to Power, as the nucleus of the whole system of

Nature’s laws. In Venice, too, he was often inspired to
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write poetry. Small wonder, then, that my brother’s

mental associations with Venice were always ofa delight-

ful character, as with a place where he had first conceived

those fundamental ideas which he was destined inces-

santly to build up until the end of 1888 . It was Venice

that always lured him with its magic.

Once more, St. Mark, thy pigeons meet my gaze,

The Square lies still, in drowsy morning mood :

In soft, cool air I fashion idle lays,

Speediug them skyward like a pigeon’s brood

:

And then recall my minions

To tie fresh rhvmes upon their willing pinions.

My bliss! My bliss!

Calm heavenly roof of azure silkiness,

Guardiug with shimmering haze yon house di\iue

!

Thee, house, I love, fear—envy, 1*11 confess.

And gladly would suck out that soul of thine !

Would I give back the prize ?

Ask not, great pasture-ground for human eyes !

My bliss! My bliss !

”

Meanwhile the plan of spending the summer in Venice

could not be carried out, for the weather soon became

very hot, and the mosquitoes grew troublesome. In the

second half of June, accordingly, he prepared to go north

again and look for a wooded spot with plenty of shade.

One of his acquaintances, or it may* have been a doctor,

had advised him to try Marienbad. My brother, to his

own regret, was only too easily inclined to follow such

advice, and hence, after many fruitless attempts to find

something else, he went to the Bohemian watering-place.

Probably it was quite the WT<mg sort of treatment for

him
; at any rate, he did not feel so well there as in

Venice, and afterwards made all sorts of jokes alx)ut his

stupidity in choosing this resort. To his recent com-

panion in Venice, Peter Gast, he writes in July :
“ Eveiy

day my thoughts still often recur to those pleasant days

when I was spoilt in Venice, and to the pleasant person

who spoilt me. I can only say, in fact, that one ought

not to be comfortable for so long, and thatat is a very
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good thing for me to be a hermit again and go for solitary

walks ten hours a day, drink these unspeakable watera,

and await results. At the same time I am eagerly

digging in my moral mine, and sometimes feel quite a

subterranean sort of person. I tbink I have now dis-

covered the rig] it path and the way out—but no doubt I

shall believe this, and find I am wrong, a hundred times

before I reach the light.”

On completing his cure at Marienbad, Fritz came after

all to Naumburg. He had intended to go to the

Thuringian Forest, but he knew that in the autumn even

Naumburg suited him quite well. The preparations for

Dawn of Day were in active jirogress. Not that my
brother had said anything alxuit a new book, but during

our walks together he had a look of quiet satisfaction

which I knew of old as a sign that he was engaged in

creative work. The great admiration I expressed for his

new ideas obviously gave him pleasure. True, in my
wliole development (not in years) I was far too young and

inexperienced to have any inkling of the tremendous

results to which the problems he was considering would

lead, but instinct told me that entirely new vistas w*ere

now being opened up, and that the goal towards which

my brother was striving "was greater than could yet be

realised. At times he hinted at the truth, by saying that

an unconscious impulse was driving him on, often against

his own wil], and often, at any rate, against all the prin-

ciples to which his reverent soul would so gladly have

clung. These feelings, and his longing for a sympathetic

environment, are described by him towards the end of his

stay at Marienbad in a letter to Peter Gast

;

For my part I saffer terribly when I am deprived of

sympathy : nothing, for instance, can compensate me for

having forfeited Wagner’s sympathy during the last few years.

How often 1 dream of him, and always in the spirit of our

former intimate companionship ! Never did a cross word pass

between jib, even in n^ dreams, but many were the cheerful
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and encouraging talks we had, and there is perhaps no one with

whom I have laughed so much. But that is idl over now—and
what is the use of knowing that in some points I have the best

of the argument with him ? As if that could make me forget

the sympathy that has vanished for ever !— have had similar

experiences before, and shall probably have them again.

These are the most cruel sacrifices that my way of life and
thought has demanded of me. Even now, my whole philo-

sophy is shaken after an hour’s sympathetic conversation with

some entire stranger ; it seems so foolish to want to be right

at the expense of human love, and to be unable to communi-
cate one’s most precious thoughts, for fear of disturbing

sympathetic relations. Hinc meae laerimae."

My brother needed all his courage to avoid going

astray and being' led into concessions which his heart,

with all its need of love, felt to be desirable, but which

would have prevented him from ever reaching his goal.

When he calls his new departures “ conquests,” this is no

mere sounding ])hra8e, on the contrary, it is far too mild

a term for the suffering he had to endure. ‘ “ When we
compare the sufferings of a thinker with physical pain,”

observes Henri Lichtenberger very justly, “we are

tempted to regard them with a certain scepticism, and
when we contrast the hazards of intellectual adventure

with the perilous enteqmses of real life, we are apt not

to take the former very seriously. For all that, I am
strongly inclined to believe that there are exceptional

—or, if you will, abnormal—^natures, for which these

lonely battles of thought, with their hidden agonies

and unseen dangers, form quite as serious, quite as

painful a reality as the struggles of actual life
; and

that in order to face these battles calmly and fight

them to the bitter end, such men need that veiy will-

power which, directed towards other objects, produces the

heroism of the soldier or the sailor. am convinced that

Nietzsche was amply justified, and was uttering no vain

boast, when he chose that fine saying of Turenne as the

motto for the fifth book of his •Joyfd ITisdfim ; ‘ Thou
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tremblest, my vile body ? How much more wouldst thou
tremble if thou knewest whither I am taking thee !

’ ”

On October 8th my brother left Naumburg, and after

a journey (chequered by bad weather and ill-health)

through Frankfort, Heidelberg and Locarno, reached

Lake Maggiore. Here, though really against his own
will, he stayed for some Aveeks, in order to await the

trunks of books which were sent later. He writes on

October 14th : “The weather here is nothing but rain

and scfrocco. It is extraordinary how little of the South

there is about this Lake—how different from Lake
Garda !

” All his reports from there sound unsatis-

factory :
“ I still feel far from happy, yet the day before

yesterday I took a very quiet walk, without joy, but

without pain. It is cool and foggy.” A little later

:

“ So I go on, melancholy but patient, bad days with a

few good ones now and then. I find it always too cold,

I dread the Avinter more than eA'er. Yesterday, Avith a

strt>ng west Afdnd and a clear sky, the Lake Avas really

Southern (like Lake Garda in Febmary), but not so far

as w’armth is concerned.” A note AA'ritten about this time

gives a A^ery clear idea of his mood Avhile at Stresa:

“One gets older, and it is hard for me to be quite

satisfied AA'ith a place, lioAA'eA’er famous a name it may
l)ear. The anmmic beauty of the Lago Maggiore in late

autumn, a beauty wdiich sjnritualises all the contours

and makes the countryside almost a vision, does not

enchant me, but speaks to me in a tone of ap^Aealing

sadness—I know such tones elsew'here than in Nature.”

On NoA’ember 1 1th he left Stresa,and on NoA'ember 1 2th

reached Genoa, where he resolved to pass the wdnter.



CHAPTER VIII

THE GENESIS OF THE EAWX OF DAT

As the melancholy re]>orts from Sfcresa had caused us
anxiety, I wrote to ask him wliether he would not like

one of his friends to come and join him. He simply
would not hear of this, "writing on November 24th ;

—

I am trying once more to find a plan of life in which I am
at harmony with myself. In this direction, I think, lies the

road to health ; at any rate, on all other roads that I have
traversed my health has suffered. I intend to be my own
doctor, and for this purpose I must be true to myself in the

fullest sense, and must listen to no outside infiuence. I can
find no words to express how much good solitude does me.
Pray don’t imagine that this is inconsistent with my love for

you. Help me rather to keep my hermit-life a secret ; for it

is only by this means that I can advance in every sense of the

word (and finally, perhaps, be of use to many others). This
big, lively port, at which more than 10,000 ships touch every

year, gives me peace, gives me time for myself. By the way,
I have an attic, with an excellent bed plain, wholesome fare

(I have gone in for simpler ways in everything), sea air

—

which is essential for my head—splendidly paved roads, and,

for November, delightful warmth! (Unfortunately, a good
deal of rain.)”

This attic, of which he writes in such glowing terms,

he had only found after four changes of residence ; it lay

in the Salita della Battistine, 8. He describes the

way up to his little room (December 5th) :
“ Yes, there’s

a lot of walking 1 And climbing ! For in order to get
up to my room I have to climlj 164 stairs in the

house, and the lioiise itself lies very high, in a steep

street of palaces. This street, being so steep and
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ending in a great flight of steps, is very quiet, and
there’s grass growing between the stones.” ^e house

was very well chosen, the people who lived there were

quiet and respectable ; and close by was the beautiful

city park of Villeta Dinegro, with splendid level paths,

which by easy windings led to a magnificent view over

the whole city. Even when he was ill, he could soon get

fresh air in the neighbourhood of the park.

Genoese life delighted him more and more every week,

especially since he could devote himself to a study of the

masses. During the last years in Bdle he had already

been constantly complaining that he knew so little about

humanity, and least of all about the lower strata of the

people. In the autumn of 1880, when he was at

Naumhurg, he was always saying to our mother :
“ How

do the masses really live ? I should like some time to

live in that way myself.” Our mother was always much
amused at this, for she thought that the tastes of the

masses in food and other matters were diametrically

opposed to those of our Fritz. The populace, she said,

ate potatoes and greasy meat, and all day long drank

bad cofiee or, very likely, brandy. “ Oh, that’s only in

Germany !
” Fritz retorted. It was only natural, there-

fore, that he found tl;ie ways of the Genoese populace

and its favourite dishes (except, of course, onions and

garlic) very much to his liking. For instance, he

approved of the various methods of preparing risotto,

macaroni and the numerous southern vegetables, such as

tomato, fennel, artichoke, which were then little known
in Germany. He often lived for days chiefly on dried

fruits, as in the last winter at BSle, but with happier

results. He also used to do a little cooking on a spirit-

stove, and was very proud of his domestic accomplish-

ments, dinoe this was his first opportunity of doing

anything of the kind Thus he writes: “Yesterday,

under my landlady’s directions, I cooked a Genoese dish

on my spirit-stove—and the residt was admirable ! ^he
L.N.

*
* a
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chief ingredients were artichokes and eggs.” His

Genoese landlady still relates on what friendly terms he

was with all the other people in the house, and how
kindly he shared in all their little joys and sorrows.

They used to call him “il santo” [the Saint] or “il

piccolo santo” [the little Saint], thinking no doubt of

one of those friendly go-betweens, to whom they were

accustomed to unburden their souls—and not of those

great, rigid, inexorable saints who threaten with hell-fire.

My brother was greatly delighted at being looked upon

as a holy mediator, but he remarks in his note-book :
” I

think that a great many of us modems, if with our

temperance, our sober morals, our gentleness, our sense

of justice, we were transplanted into the semi-barbarism

of the early ^ddle Ages, would be revered as saints.”

Nietzsche on his side was able to tell many a little

story of his house-mates, of the little delicate attentions

they paid him, in the belief that he was a poor saint

;

for instance, they gave him consecrated ,ta{>ers for his

quiet evenings. What impressed them most, perhaps,

was the patient and uncomplaining way in which he

endured his sufferings. His landlady tells bow he used

always to answer enquiries as to his health with ” sono

contento” (I am content). The simple confidence and

affection of these people, in fact the whole way of life,

was as balm to his spirit. In his private jottings

of the time he describes his ideal as it then was :
*' An

independence that does not offend the ^e, a veiled and

softened pride, a pride which communicates itself to

others, because it does not compete for their honoxurs and
pleasures and can endure mockery. In this way I can

make my life nobler : never mean, and always af&ble

;

not covetous, but always quietly striving and soaring

upwards ; simple, nay niggt^y towards myself, gentle

towards others. Sound deep, a* firm gait, no

alcohol, no royalties or othm* celebrities, no women, no
newspapers, np honours ; no intercourse save with the
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greatest minds and now and then with the lower classes

(this is just as indispensable as is the sight of healthy,

strong vegetation) ;
easily procurable dishes, which we

can get without joining a lascivious mob of diners

—

dishes which so far as possible are home-made or need no

preparation.” In the trattorie he always ate at times

when he could be alone.

It is significant that just at the time when he was
living in the midst of the populace my brother paid

special attention to the problems of socialism. In The

Dawn of Day, especially in the aphorisms added in the

fifth volume of the Pocket Edition, he deals with this

subject in a perfectly friendly spirit. At the same time

he adheres firmly to the main theory which he had
already formulated, viz., that the value of a nation,

nay of all humanity, lies in its loftiest types. In spite

of all his personal goodwill towards workmen and humble
folk in general, he could not help being an enemy of

socialism, especially of its leaders. Not only was he

repelled by the ever manifest vulgarity of their

sentiments and aims, which are in active opposition to

all beauty and power, all higher culture
; but above all

he reproached them with making the populace unhappy
and discontented, iv that they fed it with hopes that

could never be fulfilled, and aroused a craving for

conditions that were neither attainable nor in any way
desirable. The past, especially classical antiquity, proves

to us in various ways that, in Nietzsche's words, “ poverty,

cheerfulness and slavery” (and perhaps everyone who
does mental or manual work for wages must called a
slave) “ can very well go together ”

;

and in Genoa he
was delighted to see a fresh confirmation of this truth.

Hence he considered that the workers of to-day might
well afford an instance of the happiness and pride of a
life without wants ; '^heresus, in his opinion, the socialistic

leaden had done nothing but ruin this joyous, wantless
disposition pf the peop^, and rob them of that cheerfiil

o2
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equability which had so often been envied by those

whose culture was higher, whose duties were of a more

exalted nature. My brother was exasperated to see that

these leaders of socialism had not even the courage to

fight tooth and nail against that excessive indulgence in

alcohol which was so far more deadly an enemy to the

workers and their families than all the evils deplored by

socialists. It is true that in the last few years this

reproach against socialism has to some extent been

removed.

The situation of Genoa, the whole way in which

it is built, its proud, valiant past, to which its

splendid palaces still bear w'itness—all this interested

and enchanted Nietzsche. He writes in The Joyful

Wisdom :

—

“For some time I have been contemplating this city of

Genoa, with its villas and pleasure-gardens, the wide circum-

ference of its inhabited heights and slopes; and my final

verdict is that 1 see faces of past generations, and that the

place is peopled with the portraits of a bold, masterful race.

They have lived, and want to go on living—so much they tell

me through their houses, built and decorated for centuries

and not for the passing hour. They were on good terms with

life, however cruel they may often h^j^e been towards them-

selves. 1 see the builder, glancing at all that has been built

around him, far and near, and sweeping the contours of city,

sea and mountain with one imperious, conquering look. All

these things he must work into his plan and incorporate in

his building, so that they finally become his own. The whole

region is rife with this glorious, insatiable selfishness, this

lust for plunder and possession. Just as abroad these men
recognised no limits, and in their thirst for novelty set up a

new world by the side of the old, so at home every man’s hand

was against every other, and each discovered some way of

expressing his superiority and throwing the shadow of his

infinite personality in his neighbour’s patL Each citizen

once more won his native city for himmlf, dominating it with

his constructive tbou^t, and transfusing its beauty into the

stones of his own house."
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Gradually he began to look upon Genoa and all its

environs not merely with admiration, but with real love.

Early in the morning he would set out with a little

satchel containing a few books, note-books, bread and
fruit. He had found several secluded spots, with wide

views, excellent for resting and thinking :
“ When the

sun shines, I always go to a lonely cliff near the sea and

lie there in the open under my umbrella, motionless as a

lizard . . . sea and clear sky.” Often he would remain

lying there in the afternoon until the sun sank, and the

profound peace of evening spread over the whole Gulf of

Genoa. How he enjoyed this deep silence !
“ Here is

the sea, here we can forget the city. True, its chimes

are still sounding the Ave Maria—that gloomy and
foolish yet sweet music that marks the meeting of day
and night—but only for a moment more! Now all is

still ! The sea lies there pale and shimmering—it cannot

speak. The sky is playing its eternal evening game with

red, yellow and green colours—it cannot speak. The
little cliffs and rocks running out into the sea, as if to

find the place where it is loneliest—none of them can

speak. This vast muteness that suddenly envelops us is

beautiful and terrifying, it makes the heart swell.”

The winter moilllis of December, January and

February, 1880—81, belong to the most productive and

therefore the happiest period of his life. Not that his

health was entirely restored, but the attacks were less

frequent and left long enough intervals for him to think

out things thoroughly, to work up his ideas and \vTite

them down, so that the joy of creation outweighed

everything else. In November, 1880, he writes to

Overbeck :
“ I have just got up after a very severe

attack ; hardly has the pain been shaken off two days,

but my foolish brain is once more in full pursuit of

incredible objects. * I do not think that any attic-

dweller has seen more lovely and desirable thiixgs lit up
by the dawn of day.” , In these words we see a world of
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heartfelt happiness, in spite of all suffering. He sees his

path and his goal more clearly, and with feelings quite

different from those of the previous years ; he is not yet

quite sure, but feels with a delicious thrill that, notwith-

standing all perils, he has unconsciously struck the right

road. “ This course is so dangerous I I dare not even

call to myself, just as a somnambulist walking upon the

roofs has a sacred right not to be called by his name.

This is the only comforting voice that I want to hear.”

Thus it is with a sort of astonishment that he looks at

himself and the way his philosophy is going, and asks

himself :
“ What point does this philosophy, with all its

detours, really want to reach ? Is it trying to do anything

more than, as it were, translate a strong and continuous

impulse into reason—an impulse towards mild sunshine,

deal' and breezy air, southern vegetation, sea ozone, light

meals of meat, eggs and fruit, hot water to drink, quiet

all-day walks, scanty conversation, infrequent and careful

reading, solitary living, clean and almost soldierly habits

—^in a word towards all that best suits my taste and

does me most good ? A philosophy which at bottom is

an instinct for an independent regimen? An instinct

that through all the twists and turns of my brain looks

for my air, my mountain-heights,* weather, my kind

of health ?
”

These months saw the compofdtion of The Dawn of

Day, the first book that shows us Nietzsche in the

fulness of his individuality. The Wanderer and His

Shadow had already struck notes which had not yet died

away in Human, All Too Human, but now in The Dawn of

Hay we first hear the chords which will always be

associated with Nietzsche’s name. On January 26th he

sent his loyal friend and disciple Peter Gast (then at

Venice) a book bound in riolet, with a request that he

would copy out the manuscript cofitained therein. It

soon came back from Venice, beautifully written, so that

my brother was quite delighted ,with the Jbeauty and
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manly grace ” of this manuscript. “ I read and went for

a few hours’ walk, thinking a great deal of you and of

Nature. It seems to me a book rich in matter, but it is

difficult. In the morning hours of this glorious February

I have written a supplement.” As Gast declared himself

perfectly ready to copy this supplement, my brother

answers somewhat hesitatingly :
“ My dear friend, pray

forgive me! The manuscript of the supplement has

become bulkier than is reasonable, so far as you are

concerned. I earnestly beg you to help me just this once

more, and not to bear me a grudge for doing what looks

like a piece of impertinence. I had to put a good deal

into the book, it had to be rounded off, and I was just in

the right mood this glorious spring ! Thus I have done

what perhaps for our friendship’s sake I ought to have

left undone !

”

On Marcn 13th, 1881, he sends the manuscript of The

Dawn of Day to his publisher for the time being,

E. Schmeitzner, of Chemnitz, and writes : Here is the

manuscript ; it needs great determination on my part to

let it go out my hands. . . . Pray do not print it too

closely ! The drawback of the book already is that the

most important ideas are too densely packed together.

But now, huny, hiiT^, hurry ! I don’t want to leave

Genoa before the book is ready, and until then I am on

tenterhooks. Help in the work yourself! Drive Herr

Oschstz hard ! Can he not give me a written promise

to deliver the book into my hands, ready and perfect,

by the end of April at the latest? . . . Dear Herr

Schmeitzner, this time we must all do our level best.

The contents of my book are so important. It must ‘be

a point of honour with us to spare no trouble, to publish

it in a worthy and faultless form. I implore you, for the

sake of my good name, to issue no advertisements.

Many other things 'Arill go without saying, as soon as you

have read the book yourself.”

For soQie time he Jiept the printing of The Dawn of
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Day a secret from everyone except his assistant, Peter

Gkist. Even Freiherr von GersdoriF, who was then in

Venice, but, in consequence of the quarrel mentioned in

a former chapter. Had had no correspondence with my
brother since 1877, heard nothing from Gast about the

forthcoming publication. At last he writes to me on

April 10th, 1881 :
“ My dear dear Lisbeth, so charming a

letter as yours deserves some good news by way of an

answer. Well, here is the news : I have written a new,

fairly long book ! The manuscript has been out of my
hands for two months past, the printing will take a good

part of the summer and will necessitate my joining Herr

Gast (but not in Venice!). This is a demive book, I

cannot think of it without deep emotion.” He calls The

Daum of Day a book that says ' yea ’ to Hfe, deep, but

clear and kindly," and Ecce Homo (1888) gives the

following account of what it contains and how it came to

be written :

—

“This book marks the opening of my caihpaign against

morality. Not that there is the faintest smell of gunpowder

about it : the reader, if he has a fairly subtle sense of smell,

will detect very different and far more pleasant odours. The
book carries neither light nor heavy artillery; however

negative its effect may be, its methodatare far from negative

—

they are methods from which the effect follows like a logical

conclusion, not like a cannon>shot. True, when you have

read this book through, you will look very shyly and circum-

spectly at all that has been hitherto honoured and almost

worshipped under the name of morality. For all that, there is

toot a ungle negative word in the whole book, it contains nothing

^mbative or spiteful. One may say rather that it lies in the

/hinshine, curled up and happy, like some beast of the sea

.
^hatbasks unong the rocks. Ultimately I myself was that beast

bf the eea, for almost every sentence of the book was thought

out—or shall I say slipped out?—in that labyrinth of rocks

near Genoa, where 1 was alone and stjll shared secrets with

the ocean. Even now, when I chance to dip into its pages,

nearly every sentence seems to me like a hook with which I

am once more drawing up some incomparable capture from*



THE GENESIS OF THE DAWN OF DAY 89

the deep: its whole skin quivers with tender thrills of

memory. With no little deftness, the book manages for a

while to pin down things that flit past swiftly and noiselessly,

moments that I call godlike lizards. It pins them ^own, not,

indeed, with the cruelly of that young Greek god, who simply

speared the poor little lizard—^but still with a pointed weapon,

with a pen. ... ‘ There are so many dawns that have not

yet risen ’—this Indian inscription is written over the portals

of The Dawn of Day. Where does its author look for that

new morning, that yet undiscovered gleam of red, that shall

herald another day—ah, a whole procession, a whole world of

days ? In a transraluation of all ralue% an emancipation from

all moral values, in a confident cry of ‘ Yea !
’ to all that has

hitherto been forbidden, despised and execrated. This book

cries
* Yea !

’
; it showers light and love and tenderness upon a

host of evil things, it restores to them their soul, their good

conscience, their right—nay, their prior right—to exist.

Morality is not attacked, it simply ceases to be considered.

The book closes with an ‘ or ? ’—^it is the only book that closes

with an ‘ or ?

We must nut forget that in this exultant passage the

author is ten years removed from the time at which he

writes. While he was actually engaged upon the Iwok

he had very gloomy forelxalings as to its effect. On
March 20th he writes to Peter Gast : “At any rate the

hook will have no injurious effect—except that I shall

have to smart for it !
” This presentiment was fulfilled

far more thoroughly than others then expected
; for

nothing caused my brother to be more misunderstood

and misinterpreted, nothing involved him in greater

difficulties, than his criticism of morality. Professor

Georg Simmel justly observes :

—

“ They regard him as a preacher of blind self-indulgence

—

.and he teaches us that all mere enjoyment must be despised,

that greatness can only be attained through suflering.

Anarchistic lawlessness seeks to justify itself through his

doctrines—and for him no discipline is hard enough. He is

reproached with indifference towards humanity apart from the

ego—and a matter of^ fact, his strongest, his all-absorbing
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iniereBt is ihe development of oar speeiesy the elevation of the

haman type.

“ All this would never have happened if he had not called

himBelf ‘ an immoralist/ thereby actoally giving cnrreney to

the very blander with which he taunts his adversaries : the

blander of regarding the morality of our present age as morality

in the absolate sense. He is by no means an immoralist of

the sort that denies the binding character of fixed daties and

the value of the will—^that releases man from his 'thou

shalt !
’ It is only the morality now prevailing that he repa*

diates. For in its Christian, democratic ideals—altroism,

humility, renunciation, tenderness towards degenerates, out-

casts and weaklings—he sees the most deadly peril for the

development of our species."

One is simply bewildered at the amount of misunder-

standing that has arisen—at the foolish conclusions

drawn from the fact that my brother took up a critical

position towards the morality at present accepted.

Professor Alois Biehl refutes these misunderstandings in

the happiest fashion

:

“ The passionate seriousness with which Nietzsche faces the

problem of morality should alone have saved him from being

looked upon as a sceptic in regard to morals, as one whose free-

thinking or strong-minded propensities lead him to question

the validity of moral laws. Stillt^eater inability to draw
distinctions is betrayed by those who set him beside the

author of The Ego and Hit Own—^Max Stimer, the uncon-

scious parodist of Fichte. Such critics are simply comparing

writings of almost unparalleled power of style and portentous

force of genius with what is merely a literary cariosity. Men
of classical training claim to have discovered his ancient

counterpart—^if not the source of his theories—^inthe Sophists’^

friend Callicles and his speech (in Plato’s Oorgiat) on behalf of

the privilege of the stronger. They never thought of a model
that lay nearer to hand—the nomo tmgularef the ‘ great

individual ’ of the Italian Benaissance. If ever a philosophical

problem, necessary as an organic strufture, proceeded from the

character and development of the thinker himself, presenting

itself to the thinker and not arbitrarily laid down by him, it is

this revolutionary moral problem Nietzsche’sr-this * fated
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task,’ as he calls it. Nietzsche suffered under this problem, it

was his personal torment, and only became his crowning

happiness after he thought he had made himself its master.
‘ The great problems,’ he declares, ’ all require great love, such

love as can only be felt by strong, consistent, resolute minds
which rest upon firm foundations.’

”

The question will now be asked, why did Nietzsche

suffer so under this problem ? The reason lies in his love

of his forbears, who had been so happy in following

the accepted precepts of morality. From them he had
inherited this cheerful acquiescence, it was part of his

very blood. He says, in The Dawn of Day

:

“ A mere

grain too much of gratitude and piety tortures us like a

vice, and with all our independence and sincerity we
come to have a bad conscience.”

My brother asked us not to read the new book. Our
mother was quite ready to comply with this request, but

I was not, and after all he was not altogether displeased

witii m}^ attitude. He writes to me

:

“ I shall scarcely be able to prevent you from reading The

Dawn of Day, so I have thought of a way of taming this to

the best account for both of us. Let me ask you to read it

from a standpoint whjgh I should recommend to no other

reader : from a purely personal point of view (sisters after all

also have their privileges). Look for all that can show you

what your brother most lacks and requires, what he intends

and what he does not intend. Study in particular the fifth

book, where there is much scope for reading between the lines.

The goal to which all my energies are still directed cannot be

stated in one phrase, and if I had that phrase I should keep it

secret. My best friends really know nothing about me, and

probably have never puzzled their brains on the subject: I

have always been very reticent about the matters of most

importance to me, although I have not given people tiiat

impression.”

In sending a copy of the book to fiohde, on July 4th,

1881, he whites ;
“ Well, my trusty old friend, here comes
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my alter ego, and you may talk with me to your heart’s

content, scold me, grumble at me, make merry witii me
and join me in a journey above all the clouds. It would

be a pity if this were not a book meant just for you

—

otherwise, I should hardly know how to succeed in

pleasing anyone at all. You will find here all my
ingredients; leave out of count all that hurts your

feelings, and seize on all that inspires you—just you

—

with courage.”

Eohde, however, could not find the right words to say,

and therefore said nothing. In fact, my brother’s qualms

in giving this book to the world and to his friends had
been only too w'ell justified. Its reception was decidedly

discouraging. No one understood it, and in the end he

writes in a somewhat injured and pessimistic tone on

this point to Peter Cast (August 14th, 1881) :
“ Well

—

if I could not rely on myself, if I had to wait till I was
acclaimed, encouraged and consoled by others, where

should I be? What should I be? True, there have

been moments and whole periods in my life (for instance,

the year 1878) when I should have welcomed a word of

encouragement, a friendly handgrip, as balm to my soul

;

and it was just then that all those who could have done

me this service, all on whom I th9(rght I could rely, left

me in the lurch. Now I no longer expect anything of

the sort, and I only feel a sort of grim astonishment

when, for instance, 1 think of the letters I get—they are

all so insignificant, no one owes me any experience, no
one has entered into my thought—^they are all kind and
respectful, but so distant, distant, distant.”

As the book was so little understood, he had not the

heart to dtp into it for a long time. When, however, it

came into his hands again, by chance so to speak, in

January, 1882, he rejoiced in it, and wrote to Gast;
“ To-day, for the first time since Ibst summer, I dipped

into my The Daum of Day, and found pleasure in doing

so. Considering how very absti^ these n^iatters are,
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the lively maimer in which they are treated is quite

remarkable. Just read any book on morality by way of

comparison—^you will own that my book is unique in its

leaps and gambols. What also attracted me was its

wealth in unexpressed thoughts—for me, at least : every

now and again I see hidden doors, leading far into

unexplored chambers.”

It was just because he recognised how many un-

expressed thoughts there were in The Daim of Day,

and how no one could know where these “ doors ” led to,

that he came to think less harshly of the friends who
failed to understand. He writes from Genoa to Bohde,

in all the warmth and fulness of his sincere friendship

(October 2l8t, 1881) : “As you have not written since I

sent you the book, 1 gather that you find a certain

difficulty in writing. To-day, therefore, I ask you in all

good faith, ar.d without any unpleasant artiere-pensie, not

to write to me now ! Your silence will not make any

chaise in our relations ; what I could not endure would

be the idea that I had put a sort of constraint upon a

friend by sending him a book. What does this one book

matter ? I have more imj)ortaut things yet to do—were

it not so, I don’t know why I should go on living. For

1 am hard put to it— suffer a great deal.” Bohde’s

answer to this letter unfortunately went astray, but as

Rohde had already been adversely influenced through

Overbeck, 1 doubt whether his reply would have pleased

my brother.

1 return to July, 1881. The final revision of TJie Dawn
ofDay had been made by my brother with Peter Gast at

Recoaro, near Vicenza. At the end of April he had left

Genoa in order to join Gast at this beautiful spot, but

the result was most unfortunate. His health suffered a

relapse, and every week he had violent pains in the head

and eyes for two to three days at a time ;
even in the

intervals he did not feel so "light and winged” as at

Genoa. He was of the opinion that, accustomed as he
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now was to the life of a hermit, the long talks he now
had were too exhausting, although he had been looking

forward to them all the winter. Since he embraced his

philosophy with all the ardour that lay in his soul, and
sinoe every new idea was for him a new experience that

convulsed every fibre of his being, he could not converse

upon such matters without great emotional stress. Then,

tw, the weather was most unfavourable. The spring

was unusually stormy, so that the air, charged as it was
with electricity, might alone have been enough to make
him feel ill. But of course the relapse was also partly due
to his work on his new book and the attendant eyestrain.

My brother had thought that recovery was at hand, and
for the first time he became impatient. Never did he
complain so much and in such vehement terms as during

this spring at Becoaro. Towards the end of his stay he

began to feel rather better, so that he could after all to

some extent appreciate the beauties of the place. He
writes to Gast, who had meanwhile returned to Venice

:

" So far as scenery is concerned, Becoaro is one of the

finest places I know; I have been investigating its

beauty with great energy and enthusiasm. The beauty

of Nature, like all other beauty, is very jealous, and will

not let us serve any other nuSu'esE.”

At the beginning of July, 1881, my brother left

Becoaro, never to return.



CHAPTEB IX

THE ETERNAL BEOUBRENOE

Beooabo was the last occasion on which, for any length

of time, my brother’s sufferings put his patience to the

proof. After a most unpleasantjourney he at last reached

the Engadine. But St. Moritz, where he had stayed two
years before, was this time utterly repugnant to him, and
he was on the point of leaving the Engadine altogether.

“ Thanks to a kindly, serious-minded Swiss who was my
travelling companion through the night and was return-

ing home from Naples, I have taken up quarters in the

most delightful nook in the world. I have never had it

so quiet, and all the requirements ofmy poor life seem to

be wtisfied here. 1 look upon this find as a gift no less

unexpected than undeserved.” He calls Sils-Maria a

“heroic idyll,” and adds; “This is no Switzerland, no

Beooaro, but quite different, something much more
Southern ; I should have to go to the plateaus of Mexico,

near the Pacific—Oax&M, fm instance—^in order to find

anything like it. True, in Mexico, there would be the

tropical vegetation. Well, 1 will try to keep this Sils-

Maria.”

This 1881 summer stay at Sils-Maria must rank as the

most important of all my brother’s sojourns in the Enga-
dine. It was in this summer that the idea of the eternal

recurrence first came to him, and the first notes for Zara-

thttstra were written. Later, he never wearied of describing

how he almost shouted for joy as he roamed over this

gl<nious countryside that summer
; and we realise that,

although in the years of his fiillest development he was
lonely, misunderstood, almost ignored or else maltreated

by ignorant, spiteful critics, he nevertheless experienced
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so much happiness that all the happiness that can ordi-

narily be spread over the whole of a long human life

seems trifling in comparison. Those mighty virions of

a fliture for humanity, virions he hoped to solidify through

his imagination, that idea of being a leader of humanity,

one who has whole aeons in his grasp ”—all this gave

him hours of ecstasy such as are granted only to the

highest type of genius. As Leo Berg once said ; Such

exalted moods and emotions are the compensation for all

that a genius has to suffer in conflict with the dull world.”

I have been at pains to find out what were the scientific

works which paved the way for the idea of the eternal

recurrence. I remember that already in the autumn of

1880 he was much occupied with physics, physiology and

mathematics
;
and that be remarked now and then with

a sigh how the specialists retarded all progress in science,

because even in their later years they abided firmly by

the results of their work, and thought they had to defend

the theories of their youth as unalterable truths. During

the winter in Genoa the preliminary work on Baton ofBay
took up all his time, so that he can scarcely have returned

to the studies in question before the end of the winter.

Unfortunately I cannot state what authorities and what

books he then studied and itijsetftd. All that we know
for certain is that he mentioned with hearty approval the

names of Helmholtz, Wundt (in his earlier writings) and

the mathematician Kiemann. It seems also that in the

spring of 1881 he eagerly studied other books and—as

marginal notes show—also agreed with their theories

;

three examples are O. Schmitz-Dumont’s Mathematical

Elements of the Theory of Cognition and The Unity of Cogni-

tion, and-0. Gaspari’s Hu Connexion of Objects. The last-

named book was sent direct to him at Becoaro as soon as

it was published. At the beginning of July he writes to

me : For my part I want no more books ; I hardly

know how I am to finish those I have already. This is

obscurely spoken, but not obscurely thought.”
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From these lines it will be seen that he was now
engaged in co-ordinating large, new ideas. Other
evidence—such as statements by Peter Cast and by
people with whom ho talked a great deal then, e.g., the

vicarand the schoolmaster atSils-Maria—^who weredeeply

interested in such topics—seems to prove that in those

mouths (April to July, 1881) he was chiefly occupied with

problems of physics. We can therefore assume with

certainty that the ancient Pythagorean idea of eternal

recurrence now began to appear to him as a physical

problem, and that an exhaustive study of the subject led

him to be convinced of this fact, so far as his way of

thinking admitted of conviction on such a point. In July

he asks me to send him Diihring’s Course of Phihsophy,

and adds :
“ For me the book is simply laughable !

” It

seems that his investigations had led him to views dia-

metrically opposed to those of Duhring, and that he now
wanted to confirm his theories. For some time this con-

ception of eternal recurrence as a physical problem held

sway
; but when he brought it into relation with the rest

of his philosophy, it flashed upon him as a lofty, ethical,

educative problem, and then he was filled with that

ecstasy which inspired him to the most sublime poetic

expression of his philocaplT^to Thus Spake Zarathustra.

Thus the idea did not come to him like a bolt from the

blue, as some naive admirers appear to think. Kor was
it first conceived and then verified by long scientific

study ; the careful study led up to it, even if the structure

that my brother built upon it was the result ofa lightning-
like intuition.

He writes significantly to Peter Gast (August 14th,

1881):

“ Well, the August sun is overhead, the year is hastening to

its elose, it grows calmer and more peaceful on the mountains
and in the forests. TKoughts the like of which I never knew
before have dawned upon my horizon— will not say a word
about them, and will keep in an imperturbable state of rest.

L.M. H
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It looks as if I shoald have to live tome years more I Ah, my
friend, sometimes the thought comes into my head that I am
really leading a very dangerous life, for I am one of those

machines that may hurst! The intensity of my emotions

makes me both laugh and shudder. Once or twice I have been

unable to leave my room, for the ridiculous reason that my
eyes were infiam^—and why? Each time 1 had wept too

much on my wanderings the day before, and that not senti-

mental tears, but tears of joy. I sang and talked nonsense,

filled with a new vision wUch has reached me before all

other men.” ....

It was the realisation and consequences of the idea of

eternal recurrence which affected him so deeply. . . .

” Everything recurs, the wheel of existence is for ever turn-

ing. This life—our eternal life.

“Whoever thou mayest be, beloved stranger, whom I am
here meeting for the first time : enjoy this glad hour and the

silence around us and above us, and let me tell thee of a

thought which has risen up before me like a star and would

fain shine d jwn upon thee and upon every man, as is the*way
of light.

“ The world of forces suffers no diminution ; otherwise, in

the endlessness of time, it would have grown weak and

perished. The world of forces suffers no stoppage ; otherwise

it would have been perfectedr%md«4he clock of existence would

have ceased ticking. Hence the world of forces never falls

into an equilibrium, it never has a moment’s rest, its power

and its movement are at all times equally great. Whatever

condition this world is able to reach it must have reached

before, and that not once, but times without number. This

very moment has existed many times before and in the same

way will recur, with all forces divided exactly as at present

;

so it is with the moment that gave it birth and with the

moment that is its child. Man ! Thy whole life is ever being

turned round and ever running out like the sands in an hour-

glass—^with a great minute of time in between, until all the

conditions that went to thy making come together again in

the world-cycle. And then thou wilt once more find every

pain and every pleasure and every pleasure and every friend

and foe and every hope and every mistake and every blade of
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grass and every ray of sonshine, the whole chain of things as

before. This ring, in which thon art a speck of gold-dust, is

ever flashing anew. And in every ring of human existence

there is always an hoar when first on one, then on many, then

on all there bursts the mightiest idea, the idea of the eternal

recorrence :—^this is always for humanity the hour of noon.
“ Our whole world is the ash-heap of countless living

creatures ; and however little the living may be in comparison

with the whole, still everything has once been transplanted,

and BO the process goes on. Let us assume an eternal dura-

tion, and consequently an eternal change in matter.
“ How shall we give weight to the inner life, without making

it cruel and fanatical towards those who do not share our

views ? Eeligious faith is declining, and man is learning to

look upon himself as transient and inessential, he is finally

becoming weak through this attitude ; he does not strive so

hard or endure so bravely, he wants the pleasure of the

moment, he takes things easily—and, in doing so, perhaps

uses much mental effort.

" The political illusion, which makes me smile as much as

my contemporaries smile over the religions illusion of past

ages, is above all a secularuation, a belief in the world and a
total indifference towards the ‘ beyond ’ and the * other world.’

It has for its aim the well-being of the transitory individual.

Hence socialism, its fruit, that is to say the transitory indi-

viduals want to snatch thdr happiness for themselves, through

social organisation ; they^nave no reason to wait, like the men
of eternal souls, eternal growth and improvement. My teach-

ing says : live so that you must wish to live again, for that

will be your lot in any case ! If a man finds his highest

expression in striving, let him strive ; if in reposing, let him
repose ; if in arranging, following and obeying, let him obey.

Only he must become quite certain wherein he finds his highest

expression, and must shun no means to his end ! Eternity is

at stake

!

" But if everything is inevitable, how can I have any control

over my actions ? That thought and belief is a burden that

oppresses thee more than any other burden. Thou sayest

that food, locality, air, society alter and infiuence thee?
Well, thy opinions do so still more, for they infiuence thee in

the direction of this food, locality, air and society. If thou
lettest &e thought of thoughts penetrate thy being, it will
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change thy nature. The question arising before every aoti<m,
* Is it snch that I want to perform it time and timo again ?

'

is the greatest harden.

“Let us engrave the image of eternity npon our lives!

There is more in this idea than in all religions, which despised

this life as transient, and taught men to look towards an
uncertain after-life.

“ Let us not turn our gaze upon distant, unknown ecstasies

and blessings and favours, but let ns so live that we wish to

live again and live thus in eternity ! Every moment we are

at the beck and call of our duty.
“ Ye think ye have a long respite before re-birth—but do

not deceive yourselves ! Between the last moment of con-

BciousnesB and the first gleam of the new life there is no
perceptible time-interval—it passes like a flash of lightning,
even if living beings measure it by millions of years or cannot
measure it at all. Timelessness and succession get on very
well together, so soon as the intellect is gone

!

“ This teaching is gentle to those who do not believe in it,

it has no threats or hell. He who does not believe has a
transient life in his consciousness.

“ 'Why did the Alexandrine culture perish ? With all* its

useful discoveries and its joy in the study of this world, it

was never able to attach the Ughest importance to this world,

to this life, the Beyond remained more important. The
chief thing is, perhaps, to nl^r our way of thinking on this

point:—possibly metaphysics md^come to lay the heaviest

stress on tMs life—as a result of my teachings

!

“ This life—thy eternal life. . . .

“ Let us beware of teaching such a doctrine as a suddenly

revealed religion ! It most filter in slowly, whole g^enerations

most cultivate it and grow fruitful from it, so that it may
become a great tree to overshadow the whole coming race of

man. 'What are the couple of thousand years during which
Christianity has held its own? The mightiest idea needs

many thousands of years—^for a very long time it must be
small and feeble

!

“ Are ye prepared ? Ye must have lived through every

stage of scepticism, ye must have bathed exultingly in ice-

cold streams—otherwise ye have no right to this idea.

Assuredly I will defend myself against the eredulons and
the fanatical > I will champion ^my idea beb>rd]and ! It
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is to be the religion of the freest, most cheerful and most
lofty sonls—a lovely meadowland between gilded ice and
dear sky

!

Thon feelest that thon must say farewell, soon perhaps

—

and the evening glow of this feeling irradiates thy happiness.

Mark this sign : it means that thou lovest life and thyself

—

life as it has seized thee and moulded thee up to now—and
that thon dost aspire to make it eternal. Non alia sed haee

rita semjnterna ! Yet know, too, that ever and anon transience

sings its brief song again, and that when we hear the first

verse we almost die of yearning, at the thought that it might
pass away for ever.”

It has been assumed that Nietzsche forgot how in

earlier ideas he had already known and almost jestingly

repudiated this idea of eternal recurrence. This I must
stigmatise as a mistake ; for when he was at Naumburg
in the spring of 1882—that is, before his first words on

the eternal recurrence were in print—he made me read

him the second of his Thoughts Out of Season, and accom-

panied the reading with all manner of critical remarks.

I can, of course, no longer remember whether he made
!iny comment on the passage about the eternal recurrence

and the cycle of the universe. There is no doubt, how-
ever, that on this occasion iie remembered his former

remark on the subject. He would certainly not have
later on styled himself, in Zarathustra and in his private

jottings, the first teacher of eternal recurrence, if he had
set the tentative theories of the Pythagoreans on the

same plane as his own conception. What specially

fascinated and delighted him, however, was not so much
the thought itself as its deep meaning for his philosophy

of glorifying and deifying the world, and its anticipated

effect upon humanity. The vast range of this idea

suddenly dawned upon him, impressed him enormously,
and seemed to him something new and overw'helming.

We see and feel this in all his writings ! In a work on
the Greeks planned by him he expressly emphasised the

connection of this idea with the Greeks ; he even assumed
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that eternal recurrence was the creed of the Greek

mysteries.

As the preceding notes show, he thought at first that

the idea of eternal recurrence needed no eloquence in

order to be effective, but could be stated baldly. Soon,

however, he must have felt that an idea that is to re-

shape humanity is compelled to speak to men in new and

alluring tones. He sought and found a new species of

solemn rhythms, which gave expression to the thoughts

that had been dipped in his heart’s blood. - And if we
cannot even yet understand and estimate the value of

the idea of eternal recurrence, we can at any rate

gratefully recognise one fact—that we owe Thus Spake

Zarathustra to this idea, on which the first conception

of that book is entirely based. Even the more scientific

expositions of that period appear only as soliloquies

on the ideas underlying Zarathustra. In this sense my
brother describes the experiences of August, 1881, in Ecce

Homo

:

“ I will now relate the history of Zarathustra.

The root idea of the book, the idea of eternal recun'ence,

the highest formula of yea-saying that can ever be

achieved, belongs to the August of the year 1881. 1

jotted it down upon a piece_of paper, and at the foot I

wrote; ‘Six thousand feet o^ond Man and Time.’

That day I walked through the woods by the lake of

Silvaplana, and halted not far from Surlei, by a towering

block of stone shaped like a pyramid. It was then that

this idea came to me.” What a great part it plays

in the genesis of Zarathustra will be detailed in a

later chapter, where all the preliminary notes, written

for that book in the summer of 1881, will also be

found.

All this exaltation of spirit was accompanied by an

improvement in his health. He was like a man who has

advanced upon a perilous track, lialf in darkness and

uncertain of his ground, but has now reached the right

path, feels the soil firm beneath his feet, and sees before
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hiip a land full of beauty, wealth and fertility. In

answer to a rather long-winded letter from our mother,

who had reproached him with not looking after his

health sufficiently, he gives a glowing account of his

physical condition :
“ There never was a man to whom

the word * depressed’ applied less. Those friends of

mine who have a fairly clear notion of my lifework and
its unceasing demands upon me, consider that I am, if

not the happiest, at least the most courageous of men.

I haVO more weighty matters to think of than my health,

and shall uianage to endure any tiodily affliction that

may befall me. My appearance, by tne v^ay, is excellent

;

my nsuscles, in c.»n8equence of my cf'''> inual ••’alKing, are

almost those of a soldier, and my di;.'S*p< ’on is in perfect

oi^der. My nervous system, considejitig +be tremendous

strain to which it is exposed, is spleti-h'', lery delicate

and yet ver^ strong. Even my lonq; an(’ severe illness,

an unsuitablr ofcu;jation end the pi' ‘
' nskilful treat-

ment hav.i not seiiously damage 'OT’ves, iii tawt

during the last jea’ tiie ive bt '•! i ngor”

Now that Nietzf che wHa bearing, as it thousami

miles above all the ordinaiy aims of humanu v, ) 'i I'ot u i-

naturally felt it strange w'hen friends and acq..*’hitunceb,

in their cau'-ious, hesitating, uncertain way, doled out

praise or Wane in their letters onDmm ofDay. For him

‘every word of this book had already acquired a new

meanihg both tor the present and for the future. 1 doubt

w'hether anyone at that time pronounced a just verdict

on the book. Niet/sche held that even Dr. B^, who
expre8so4 himself in most flattering terms, had failed to

understand it propeiiy. And when Bie went on to send

my ht^ther a message through me, saying that he w'ould

lik^to pay him a visit, the ne vs nroved a real shock to

Frits. "As a rule he was sc grateful when a friend

offered to sacrifice his*time to him, b it at this period his

chief desire was to he left alone. writes to me quite

indignantly :
“ I have not the heart to send Dr. B^ a
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tel^am putting him off, but I can’t help seeing an
enemy in anyone who breaks in upon my working summer
in the Engage, who interrupts the progress ofmy task.

The idea that any person should intrude upon the web of
thought I am spinning all around me is simply appalling

;

and if I can't make sure of absolute solitude, I’m hanged
if I won’t leave Europe altogether for years and years I

I have no more time to lose—as it is, I have lost ifur too

much already ; unless I am stingy with my precious

half-hours, I shall have a bad conscience. You can’t

realise how I have to tax my energies.” He was really,

however, the most grateful of men, and never liked to

discourage anyone’s efforts to give him pleasure^ even
if the efforts were ill-timed. Accordingly, a few days
later, he tried to conquer his terror of being robbed of

his solitude, although he did not feel at all comfortable

about it. ** My dread of seeing my solitude disturbed

made me iU for four days, it seemed as if all my good
angels had left me and the whole work of the summer
had been lost. Well, I will put matters to rights, and at

any rate friend Il4e shall be ti’eated better. From certain

points of view a meeting with him seems to me quite

important just now.” In ^pite of this I wrote to Dr.

asking him to abandon the visit.

This summer of 1881 in Sils-Maria had restored his

courage, his cheerfulness and his confidence in lymaftlf

and in his health. There is abundant evidence to show -

that now, in the middle of his life, he feels genuinely

happy and sees before him his path, from which nothing

can any longer turn him aside. A complete recovery

was, of course, out of the question, but thqpe peculiarly

severe and intolerable pains, which the 'doctors called
** accommodative spasms of the eye-muscles,” had left off

this summer, probably because my brother was at last

himself convinced that he could re&d or write only for a
quarter of an hour at a time. Several relapses still

occurred, and he was particularly liable to attacks of
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influenza. His icy cold rooms in the Engadine as well

as in Italy, to which he came back after getting hetvted

on long walks, often exposed him to this complaint.

Still, he himself dates his recovery from the summer of

1881, when he wrote his first notes for The Joypd
WieAm.

From my brother’s manuscripts it appears that hence-

forth he occupied himself comparatively little with the

physically possible problem of eternal recurrence. He
knew well enough that there are grades of truth, but no
“ absolute truth ”

; for if we understand his philosophy

aright, it seems that in all scientific investigations and
conclusions he saw no settled or final truths, but only

items of knowledge which we may put to good use,

because they are perhaps basic assumptions for the

changing conditions of human life. Such truths are of

the highest value if they contribute to the improvement

of the type “ man,” and it was just this value which my
brother ascribed to the idea of eternal recurrence. If

this life of ours is our sole and eternal life, what a vast

importance and responsibility attaches to all our actions

!

Every moment acquires an eternity-value. How we shall

strive to make this life our qpblest and best, summoning
all our forces to the task—and that, too, in the teeth of

all difficulties and sufiering, for the very reason that

suflering may act as a spur to the highest development

of our powers 1

Why, it may be asked, did my brother later on so

rarely mention the eternal recurrence in conversation ?

Was he deterred by the memory of those sacred hours

that he spent then between the blooming splendour of

the Alpine roses and the plashing wavelets of the green

lake, between the gloomy fir-trees and the foam-flecked

brook, between the snow and ice and the beetling crags

—

there, where ** Italy' and Finland have joined hands ” 1

Or was it a tinge of scepticism, such as well befits so

honest a philosopher? We know that he mistrusted all
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ideas conceived under the stress of intense emotion.

Musicians and ideas that ^ strike one all of a heap ’

should be regarded with the deepest distrust/’ he used to

say jestingly, and afterwards he tried to make this clear

by adducing the examples of Richard Wagner and St.

Paul. ** We mistrust all those extreme and ecstatic

states of mind, in which we think we are grasping truth

with our hands.” Now he was far too honest and truth-

loving not to confess that he had once allowed himselfto
be “ struck all ofa heap,” and that too by this very idea of
eternal recurrence, which he looked upon as the final

link in the chain of his philosophy, as the highest form
of yea-saying” to life. This gives us a hint as to the
reason for his silence.

He never shut his eyes to the fact that this idea might
involve most serious dangers if once it became victorious.

Fear of the consequences of the doctrine : it might
perhaps prove the undoing of the best types, and be
accepted by the worst.

** The mob, which is cold and has little need of spiritual

things, will at first smile at the doctrine of recurrence.

The lowest impulse to life is the first to give its assent.

A great truth finds its last ^herents in the highest men :

this is the misfortune of the truthfiil.”

Finally he consoled himself with the reflection ;
“ The

effect cannot be foreseen ! The greater an idea is, the
more slowly it works and the longer its results are

deferred !

Its immediate effect is to make amends for the loss

of the belief in immortality : it increases our goodwill

towards life !

“ Perhaps it is not true : let others wrestle with it I

”

Later on, however, be did not blink the fact that this

dogma would become an extreme form of fatalism, and
would therefore cripple, instead of increasing, human
activity. Nevertheless there is one utterance that

must have come from his very inmost soul—where he
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hints that we can influence the fliture by our present

actions, in other words, can creatively mould our future

existence.

“ Beatification suh specie aetemi. An extreme fatalism,

yet consistent with chance and the creative faculty.

(No repetition in things : first comes creation.)”



CHAPTER X
THE JOTFUL WISDOM

In the autumn of 1881 my brother did not go to

Germany, as he had intended, but straight from the
Engadine to Genoa. His journey and his first few
weeks in Genoa were marred by a violent attack of
influenza, but an unusually delightful November, with
weeks of cloudless skies, soon restored him to his glorious

creative mood. He writes to me :
“ I now feel myself

like one who has learnt to trim his ship to every wind

—

and has found fcis path ! To-day I have my Genoese
courage, and really don’t know how I am to bring out all

that is in me—it seems as if life were too narrow for me,
and as if I must discover or create a new existence. I need
space, a great, wide, unknown, unexplored world, other-

wise I shall get sick of it all.” And on November 29th :

** Here in Genoa I am proud and happy—quite a Doria
magnate—or a Columbus ?, As in the Engadine, I roam
about the mountains in trans|>orts of joy, and with such
a glance at the future as no one before me has dai*ed to

take. My success in fulfilling my great task depends on
circumstances over which I have no control, especially on
* the nature of things.’ Believe me, I am now the lead-

ing moral—and not only moral—^thinker and worker in

Europe. There may yet come a time when the very
eagles must look up timidly towards me, as in that

picture of St. John which we liked so much when we were
children.—Occasionally, too, I get something good from
outside : the day before yesterday I heard Carmen^ an
opera by a Frenchman named Bizet, and was greatly

impressed. It is so strong, so impassioned, so graceful,

so Southern.” It is curious that my brother first heard



THE JOYFUL WISDOM 109

the notes of Carmen^ to him always so entrancing, during

this very happy winter of 1881-82. He also writes to

Peter Gast on the subject (November 28th) :
“ Hurrah,

fiiend ! Again I’ve come across a good thing

—

Carmen, an

opera by Georges Bizet (who is he ?). It sounded like a

short story of Mdrim^e’s : clever, sti’ong, here and there

profoundly moving. This Bizet has a genuinely French

talent for comic opera : he has not been in the least led

astray by Wagner, and on the other hand is a true

disciple of Hector Berlioz. I thought something of the

sort was possible ! In dramatic music, the French seem

to be on a better track than the Germans, and they have

an advantage over the Germans in one cardinal point

—

their passion is not so far-fetched (as are all the passions

in Wagner).” A few days later he adds :
“ At last I

remember—my memory sometimes goes wool-gathering
—^that there really is a short story by Mdrim^ called

Carmen, and that Mdrimde’s scheme, idea and tragic

conclusion are embodied in the opera of this artist. (The

libretto, by the way, is amazingly good.) I am almost

inclined to think that Carmen is the best opera in

existence : and so long as we live, it will remain on every

nSpertoire in Europe.” ,,

The weather remained remarkably bright and pleasant

till the end of November :
“ This month has been very

fine here : every evening I sit in a vineyard, with sea,

mountains and villas beneath me. I also bathe in the

sea, from my Dawn of Day grotto.” On December 18th

he writes to Peter Gast :
” Wish me luck and clear

weather ! I take pen in hand to write my last manu-
script. ... It is to be a continuation of Dawn of Day
(books 6—10). It’s high time I did this, or I shall

forget my experience (or * ideas ’).”

This continuation of Dawn of Day, developed, however,

into a separate boohr. The Joyfvi Wisdom. For a long

time it was meant to be his “ last book.” This needs

explanation. Since the idea of “ eternal recurrence ” had
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flashed upon him in August, 1881, my brother’s mind had
always bmn occupied with that great poetic work which

he intended some day to produce. Hence the book he

wrote in the winter of 1881-82 was to bring his aphoristic

literature to a conclusion. It is true that he carried the

aphorism to the highest pitch of development, and prided

himself on packing into an aphorism as much matter as

others put into long treatises
;
but it must always be

remembered that this aphoristic method was for him a

virtue that sprang from necessity. Nothing but his bad

state of health had prevented him from rounding ofi*

these works in such a way as the general plan, ever

present to his mind, demanded. Since the summer of

1881, when he felt his health to be improving and had

less and less need to spare his eyes, he had considered

himself once more strong to carry out works that suited

the vast, comprehensive projects he had conceived.

Accordingly the book which he was now writing, and
which he called the second part of Dawn of Day, was to

some extent meant only as a transition from the more

cold and sceptical peri(^ to Zarathmtra, which was to

glorify the highest yea-saying to life. Yet he wished to

leave himself ample time fyr so great an undertaking as

Zarathmtra, and even the transition stage was to be

entered upon quite slowly. Hence he writes to Peter

Gast (January, 1882) :
“ A few words as to my ' litera-

ture.’ Some days ago I finished books VI., VII. and

VIII. of Dawn of Day, and this ends my task for the

present ; fori want to reserve books IX. and X. for next

winter. I am not yet ripe enough for the elementary

ideas which I want to present in these books. Among
them is a conception which really needs thousands of

years before it can take any shape. How shall I find

the courage to give it utterance 1
” Nevertheless he

decided to conclude and publish the notes he had made.

Most of his inspiration for The Joyful Wisdom—especially

for the fourth book, which is so full ofjoie de vivre and of
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gratitude for his new-won happiness—came in January,

1882. It must be clearly understood what health meant
for my brother

; not merely freedom from pain, but

above all the ability to carry out the vast designs that

he was now projecting. He writes to me at the end of

November, 1881

:

You know that my physical sufferings make me impatient,

not because of the pain involved, but because I am always

afraid that I shall not be able to finish the gigantic task

which I see before me from year to year in ever clearer out-

lines. 1 can only think and write when 1 am thoroughly

cheerful in mind and body: I distrust all ideas which

occur to me when my spirits are depressed or my diges-

tion is out of order; and anything that I should chance

to write when I have a headache is inevitably destroyed.

The thought that these confounded attacks rob me of so

much time now and then plunges me into despair ! On
the other hand I know very well that I owe a great deal to this

changeable state of health—merely to this frequent getting

well, this delicious feeling of convalescence ! This sensation

has a wonderfully elevating effect, and gives me no end of

courage. You also know what it is to have sick headaches (the

only form of illness that my healthy Lama knows
! ) and one

day you said to me, just after you got over one :
‘ To-day the

world seems brightened up to me.’ Ah, how often I have felt

that brightening up—^perhaps too often !

”

On January 22nd, 1882, he gives me a really touching

account of his gradual convalescence :

“ So I am to tell yon exactly how matters stand with me and

my health—^you are not satisfied with my brief bulletins. I

went for a long walk with your letter in my pocket, and

thought it over.—^We seldom become conscious of the real

meaning of an epoch in our life, while we are living in that

epoch; but to-day, when I was walking along high above

Genoa, and, in the most heavenly weather, was enjoying a

wide view over city and sea, I had a clear vision of the last

two years with all th*eir suffering and slow progress, and a

strange sensation of happiness rose up within me, the happi-

ness of a convalescent ! How sadly I used to wander through
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these lanes and alleys, how like a stranger I gased upon tiiu

noisy homanify with its impatienee of desire and enjoyment—
as though I were but a shadow among living men. Bat now,

amid all the touting and tumult of these ereatures athirst

for life. 1 bear a sound, a note that strikes a sympathetio

chord in my own soul. Yes, dear sister, I have recovered

strength, courage and health ! Not that rude health of long

ago, when without the slightest fatigue I wrote my Latin prise

essay in three days and two nights ; but a more exquisite sort

of health, one that has to be captured afresh every day. It is

not altogether trustworthy, and 1 am sure to get an attack at

least once a month ; but in the intervals I am full of strength

and courage, sometimes indeed of arrogance, like one who has

had a lucky escape from death. What I write to you to-day is

between ourselves— am writing it out of gratitude for your

never-failing kindness. Please be very careful in writing to

Overbeck. Strange to say, he seems to assume that the Bkle

authorities mean to pay my pension only while I am ill ; here

4nd there he hints that if I get well 1 shall have to look for a

post again. That would mean the loss of all that I have gained

up to the present. So pray be careful ! It is only on my bad

days that I write to Overltock—or, in fact, to anyone ; that is

why there is so much grumbling in my letters. On good days

I do not waste my time in letter-writing. To-day I am making

an exception ! Are you satisfied with me, dear sister ?
”

He always attributed his recovery to his own treat-

ment, and was very proud of this. The regimen which

he had prescribed for himself, and which he details in

the following aphorism, was certainly a most sensible

one : The means whereby Julius Csesar guarded against

illness and headaches : tremendously long walks, the

simplest possible mode of living, keeping out of doors the

whole time, continual hardships—^these, broadly speaking,

are the preservative and protective measures we must

against the extreme vulnerability of that clelioate

machine, always working under high pressure, which we
ftall genius.” •

It is probable, however, that his improved health was

mainly due to the fact that he had learnt by now to take
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the greatest care of his eyes, and to read and write only

for short spells. He avoided reading all unnecessary

books. During his Professorship at BS.le this had been

impossible, for he was very conscientious in preparing his

lectures, and thus brought upon himself that severe

eyestrain which was the prime cause of bis physical

troubles.

He began also to resume his relations with his old

friends : Frauleiu von Meysenbug for instance, to whom
he writes (February, 1882):

“...lam living a second life, and am delighted to hear

that you never quite lost your belief in some such second life

for me. To-day I ask you to go on living for a long time, if so

you will get plenty of satisfaction from me. But I must not

accelerate things—the curve of my track is a wide one, and at

every point in it I must live and think vigorously and

thoroughly : 1 must remain ifoung for a very long time,

although I am now getting on for forty. All the world leaves

me alone, hut I don’t complain—no, I find it, in the first place,

useful, and in the second, perfectly natural. Such is and

always has been the rule. Even Wagner's relations with me
come under the category of this trivial rule. Besides, he

belongs to bis party ; and, through the accident of his career,

his culture is so casual and imperfect that he cannot under-

stand either the difficulty or The necessity of my type of

passion.”

My brother was not angry with Wagner for making
no move towards a renewal of friendship. At heart he

was perhaps even thankful for this silence, to which he

owed his freedom and perhaps his health. When I was

considering the question of going that summer to the

first performance of Parsifal, and suggested to b'ritz that

it might be feasible for him to go also, he wrote to me
(Febmaiy Srd, 1882)

:

“ Just a few lines, dear sister, to thank you for your kind

words about Wagner and Bayreuth. Undoubtedly those days

that 1 spent with him at Tribschen and thanks to him at

L.K. I
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Bayreuth (1872, not 1876) vere the most glorious of my life.

But the all-powerful destiny of our tasks drove us apart, and
now we cannot come together again, we have become too

alien to each other.

When I came across Wagner I was indescribably happy I

I had looked so long for a man who stood higher than I and
really saw further than 1 did. In Wagner I thought I had

found such a man. It was a mistake. At present I can no

longer even compare myself with him. I am on a different

plane.

“ Don’t forget that I have had to pay dear for my Wagnerian
enthusiasm. Did not that nerve-shattering music ruin my
health ? And the disappointment and the breach with Wagner
—might not that have proved fatal ? Have I not needed six

years to recover from the wound ? No, Bayreuth is out of

the question ! What I wrote the other day was only a joke.

But you must certainly go to Bayreuth. I am most anxious

that you should.

It was with real delight that my brother still remem-

bered the composition of The Joyful IVisdom when, in 1886,

be supplemented a new edition of the book with a preface,

the fifth book, and the songs of Prince Free-as-a-Biid

:

“ This volume needs, perhaps, more than one preface ^ and

ultimately there would always remain a doubt whether pre-

faces could bring home to anyone the experiences tha| went to

the tnalfing of the book, unless he had himself experienced

something similar. It seems to be written in the language of

a thawing wind ; it is full of insolence, unrest, contradiction,

April weather, so that the reader is constantly reminded of

the nearness of winter quite as much as of the victory over

winter, the victory that is coming, must come, perhaps has

come already. ... It pours forth a perpetual stream of

gratitude, as if the most unexpected event had happenedj

the gratitude of a convalescent—for convalescence uas this

unexpected event. ‘ Joyful wisdom ’
: that signifies the satp-

tiftliR of a spirit which has patiently endured a long-drawn-out

pressure—^patient, stem and cold, without yielding but with.*

out hope,—and which now is suddenly fired with h(^, the

hope of health, with the intoxication of recovery. Small

wonder, then, that many foolish and irrational things come to
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light in it, much playful tenderness, a tenderness lavished

even on problems that have a priekly hide and are not made
to be wheedled and caressed. The whole book is, in fact,

nothing but an outburst of gaiety after a long period of weak-

ness and privation, it expresses the triumph of one who is

recovering strength, regaining his belief in a to-morrow and
a day after to-morrow, who has a feeling and a presentiment

of the future, of adventures soon to come, of seas opened up
afresh, of goals that he may once more strive for, once more
believe in. And what a world lay behind me ! That spell of

waste, exhaustion, unbelief, frost in the iqidst of youth, that

interpolation of old age in the wrong place, that tyranny of

pain outrivalled by the tyranny of pride—a pride which

rejected the deductions of pain (and the deductions are con-

solations)—that uncompromising solitude as a defence against

the feverishly clairvoyant contempt for humanity, that whole-

hearted preoccupation with the harsh, bitter, painful elements

of knowledge—prescribed by a disgust which was the gradual

outcome of a careless, injurious mental diet (they call it

romanticism)—who could share with me all these feelings?

But whoever could share them would sorely pardon me for

mo^ than for a little foolishness, unconstraint, ‘ joyful wisdom ’

—as for instance in the handful of songs which are now added

to this book, songs where a poet, in almost inexcusable fashioqi

mdkes fun of other poets.”

Yet iltronger even than the note of joy at returning

health, there is in TJu’ Joyful Wisdom the note of something

huge, incomparable—of the approach oiZaratimstra. This

it is that gives the book its significant character and its

spring-like charm. In the rough drafts for the book the

name “ Zarathustra ” represented by “ the Sage,” “ the

Philosopher,” etc., occurs in many places. In the volume

itself, however, the sacred name occurs only once, at the

end of the fourth book (which closed the first edition of

thh book in 1882) ; the same words, a year later, stand

at the opening of his poetic mastei'piece. Thus Spake

Zarathustra. •

I was unable to comply with a request from my brether

that I should visit him, but on the other hand he received
*

'
.

• I 2
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a vieut from Dr. B4e. He greatly enjoyed B^’s visit,

and had some delightful walks with him. He remem-

bered in particular one afternoon on the eampo aanto ; the

road there with its extensive sea-view, the solemn beauty

of the cemetery’s situation, Mazzini’s grave, and many
striking works of sculpture, such as the Amorosisaima,

gave him impressions that were afterwards recorded in

his works. He writes to Peter Cast (February 5th, 1882)':

“Weather, before and after, beautiful beyond words!

B^ and I were yesterday at a spot where in a 100 years’

time (or 500 or 1,000, as you please) they will raise me a

column in honour of Dawn of Day. We basked in the

sun like two sea-urchins." At first, it is true, he found

B^’s companionship a little exhausting after his long

solitude, but he gradually grew accustomed to it, went

with B^ to the theatre, and even once to Monaco.

“At Monaco,’’ he writes to us, “we were lucky

—

didn’t gamble and B^, at any rate, didn’t lose. So fiu*

as situation, Nature, art and humanity are concerned,

the place is an infernal paradise. What I enjoyed most

was a quiet hour in a beautiful tea-room, where a troop

6f smart, bepowdered attendants served us with excellent

tea. The whole of this Riviera is incredibly expensive,

money is flung about like mere dross.’’

At the beginning of March Dr. B4e left Genoa. My
brother revised his notes, but, as he did not feel in a

creative mood, he longed for a change, and asked Cast

:

“Can’t you find me some absorbing distraction ? I should

like to spend a few years in adventures, so as to give my
ideas time, rest and manure.’’ Finally he left Genoa,

and, by a doctor’s advice, went to Messina. From there

he writes in avery cheerful stnun, after recovering from an

extremely unpleasant sea-joumey. The stormy weather

had nutde him so sea-sick that the captain had fears for

his life. Messina, however, soon «et him up again ; he

writes to me :
“ Once more 1 seem to have made an

excellent move. I am in the best of spirits : but they
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spoil me ! You can imagine that I have not come to

Sicily to spend money, but the low prices I am charged

simply astound me. Are you having cold weather?

There’s snow on the Calabrian mountains, facing me !

”

Under the happy Sicilian sky a great number of

aphorisms and poems were written. Six of the latter,

which he called Idylls of Messina, were published in May
1882 in Schmeitzner’s International Monthly—but the

titles were different from those we find among the Songs

of Prince Free-as-a-Bird in the later edition of The Joyful

Wisdom (1886). The Poet's Vocation was then entitled

“ A Bird’s Judgment ”
; In the South, “ Prince Free-as-a-

Bird ”
;
Pious Deppa, “ 'The Little Witch ”

; The Mysterious

Boat, “ A Secret of the Night ”
; A Declaration of Love,

“ Bird Albatross ”
;
Sony of a Theocritean Goatherd, “ Song

of a Goatherd. (To my Syracusan neighbour Theocritus).”

We were greatly delighted when he sent us these

charming playful verses in manuscript. He answered

our letter acknowledging the receipt.

“ The pleasure you take in my verses gives me great pleasure.

You know that poets are inordinately vain. Some cunning

rhymes in the old German style were much admired by Gast.

Well, if my eyesight prevents %ie from learning anything—

1

shall soon reach that stage !—I shall always be able to hammer
out verses. My last attack was just like sea-sickness ; when I

awoke to life again, I was lying in a pretty little bed over-

looking a quiet cathedral square ; in front of my window were

a few palm trees. So 1 want to spend the summer here ; after

the unhappy experiences of the past few years, 1 must try to

live by the sea in the summer as well. The shadiness of the

place determined my choice.”

Yet nothing came of this idea of staying by the

Southern sea for the summer of 1884. Circumstances

arose to prevent its being realised.

I had always hoped that my brother would find some

independent young scholar who could help him in his

philosophic studies by copying, making abstracts, and
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other work of the kind. I had even written to Frftulein

von Mejsenbug, asking if she could find some one in her

circle, just as she had discovered Heinrich von Stein for

Wagner. To my surprise, at the end of April I received

a letter from my brother with Frkulein von Meysenbug’s

writing on the envelope :

“Don’t be sarprised—this letter is \nritten by me from

Borne. I asked Fraulein von Meysenbng to write the address

and mark the envelope ‘ private,’ so that no one but you should

read the letter. You will understand why.
“ So your wish is realised ! Our dear Malwida (or rather Dr.

B<Se) has really found some one to help me ; no ‘ enthusiastic

disciple,’ however, in fact not a young man at all, but a young
lady ! Candidly speaking, I should have far preferred a serious

minded young man—or, better still, a man of my age, and no
young greenhorn—but the case is an uncommon one.

“ Fraulein von Meysenbug and Dr. B6e bombarded me with

letters, imploring me to come to Rome ; they said that they

had come across a young lady who had a natural gift for my
philosophy; she and Dr. Bee would help me in all sorts of

ways. Just at this moment, when Gast was very busy with

his own affairs and no longer ready to assist me so much as

formerly, the offer seemed to me most important. Bo 1 went

off to Borne. •
“ Now—to tell the truth—I think it’s a mistake. So far I

can only gather that the girl has plenty of brains, and has

learnt a great deal from Dr. B6e. But in order to form a

proper verdict I ought to study her without B^. He was
prompting her all the time, so that I could not discover any
individual ideas of her own. Could you not go to Switzerland

and invite the young lady ? That is what Malwida proposed

;

1 should like best of all to return to Messina, but that

seems so fearfully ungrateful towards Fraulein von Meysenbug

and Dr. Bee, who are so eager to do me kind and friendly

services. The girl is twenty-four
;
plain (

• • • ); but like all

plain girls, she has cultivated her intellect in order to attraet.

Bee is of opinion that her intellect^ is extraordinary—at any

rate he is quite enthusiastic, and tries to make me enthusiastic

too. Don’t write to me till yon bear from me again.”

“ P.S.—Since writing the above, I have heard from Mriwida
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that the girl said to her in confidence : * From early youth I

have aimed only at knowledge, and for this 1 have made every

sacrifice.’ This impressed me profoundly. Malwida was in

tears when she told me this, and she thinks that Fraulein S.

has a close spiritual kinship with me. At first I thought there

was no sufScient reason for luring me to Borne, but now I am
of a different opinion ! Look upon this letter as the product of

a fit of bad temper ; if I had time, I should write another,

recording different impressions.”

From this letter we clearly discern the opening of my
brother’s acquaintance with Fraulein Lou Salom^, now
Frau Andreas. At the same time it illustrates a weak-

ness in my brother which caused him trouble all his life

—

the weakness of letting himself be too much influenced

in personal matters by the counsels and judgments of his

friends. All the cures, doctors, modes of living, sug-

gestions for making new acquaintances or distrusting old

ones, were mainly due to the influence of his friends.

Our mother was always astonished that one who was
mentally so independent could let himself be so easily

influenced in pei'sonal matters. He once tried to offer a

psychological explanation of this strange contradiction,

attributing it to his extrqprdinary short-sightedness.

This, he said, caused him a sort of uncertainty in all the

relations of life
;
he could not see the expression people

wore while they were speaking, and often formed of a

person’s face and even of his character a mental image

quite diffei'ent from the reality.

According to Frau Baumgartner, “ The blame for all

the later complications with Frau Lou Salomd rests with

Frau Overbeck.” My brother seems to have come to

the same conclusion himself, for in an unpublished

memorandum he makes this woman solely responsible for

all the unpleasantness which arose between him and hia.

His anger was, however, chiefly directed against Fraulein

von Meysenbug and Dr. Il4e, whom he reproached most

bitterly for having misled him over this acquaintance.
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Yist he did not hide the fact that he had himself to

blame most of all, for not having followed his first

impression instead of believing the exaggerated accounts

of Dr. and Fraulein von Meysenbug. He was angry

at his own blind idealism, and “disgusted with his own
lack of clear vision.” Ultimately I was made responsible

for the speedy and final rupture between my brother and

Fraulein Lou Salom^. This was a mistake, for my
brother had broken off relations of his own accord, with-

out any outside influence, when he recognised how little

the character of Fraulein Lou Salom^ was suited for his

philosophy. This will be fully illustrated later on.

An unfortunate incident occurred at this time to make
Dr. B^’s pleadings and exaggerated accounts more

impressive to my brother. I had just heard of that

remarkable Bussian mathematician Sonia Kowalewska,

who had come, while still quite young, to the famous

Professor Weierstrass and asked him to lecture to her

privately on mathematics, since ladies were then not

admitted to the university lectures. At first, no doubt,

the old Professor thought the affair was a joke, and in

compliance with her request set her some problems of a

kind that he was accustom^ to give only to his advanced

students. Some days later the young lady came to him

again with solutions which showed really uncommon
acuteness. Professor Weierstrass was so delighted with

this extraordinary talent that he gave her private lessons

for four years.

According to Fraulein von Meysenbug’s desciiptions, I

was compelled to assume that the case of Fraulein Lou
Salom^ was similar to that of Sonia Kowalewska. Later,

Malwida expressly said to me that the parallel I had

drawn before getting to know Fraulein Lou personally

was perfectly justified. Malwida had also come to thd

conclusion that Fiiiulein Salom^,<with her admirable

understanding for my brother’s philosophy, was a sort

of gift of the gods to Nietzsche. So far as Fr&ulein
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Salome's intellect is concerned—^whatever my brother

may have sometimes said to the contrary—^there was,

indeed, never any disappointment ; it was her character,

which proved deficient, and on this point Fraulein von

Meysenbug had been no less mistaken than Nietzsche.

With her admirable intuition, Fraulein Salom4 saw at

once that it was not a lofiby intellect, but strength of

character alone, that impressed my brother. Her skill

in assuming an air of heroic asceticism, and in represent-

ing herself as a martyr to truth fi’cm childhood upwards,

was really astonishing. She even wrote a poem To Pain,

reflecting my brother’s ideals
;
we read it with deep

emotion. After his disappointment, my brother wrote

to her indignantly :
“ From your lips, such an utterance

as the poem To Pain is a downright lie.” When Frau

Salom^, her daughter, my brother and Dr. B^e went on

a journey together to Italy and stayed for a short

time at Lake Orta, this heroic pose of FrRulein Lou’s

was steadfastly kept up, to the great surprise of her

mother. The latter flatly pooh-poohed her daughter’s

martyrdom, declaring that Lou had been allowed com-

plete freedom and had always done as she pleased.

These sensible remarks, howpver, passed unnoticed, at

any rate by my brother
;
for the daughter gently hinted

that her mother misunderstood and misrepresented

everything. Nietzsche, in the full joy of his con-

valescence, thought that the whole year 1882 must be

an anntis mirahilis, and the new disciple, whom Malwida

and praised so highly, a bird of good omen. How
this bird of good omen was afterwards changed to its

opposite, to a “ monstrous owl,” can be seen from his

” Funeral Song ” in Zarathustra.

My brother was immensely delighted at the thought

of having found some one who, like himself, at an age of

full vitality sacrificed life and health to knowledge.

Fortified by this belief, he excused in Lou many
characteristics that were essentially distasteful to him ;
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such as her contempt for the ordinaiy ties of kinship,

and her desire to defy social conventions by going to the

University with the two scholars, H^e and Nietzsche,

and even, as she proposed, living with them in the same

house. My brother regarded these proposals as nothing

but the outcome of a lofty idealism and the sacrifice

made by a martyr to knowledge without the slightest

regard to her own interests.

This latter plan, however, met with decided objections

from Fraulein von Meysenbug, whom Lou’s mother and

other relatives made to some extent responsible for Lou’s

destiny. Malwida—^and my brother t(x>, by the way

—

considered this idea of living together an offence against

the pro])rieties. Malwida now remarked that one of the

two men ought to marry Lou. It is amusing to note,

however, that both and Nietzsche, while sincerely

desiring Fraulein Salom(‘’s friendship, had no wish to

marry her. My brother declined the suggestion in a

very polite manner, explaining to Malwida that his

financial position was quite insecure, and that hb means
were insufiicient for marriage. On the other hand he

strongly urged R^e, who was very well off, to take the

step ;
but Rde, for othei reasons, also declined. My

brother writes on the point to Fraulein von Meysenbug :

^'R^e ought to have married her, in order to remove the

various difficulties of her position, and I for my part have

done my best to persuade him. But I seem to have

laboured in vain. He is a pessimist to the last degree,

and nothing can shake his pessimism ; and the fisict that

in this matter he has remained true to himself, in spite

of all my reasoning and the promptings of his own heart,

has ended by inspiring me with profound respect. The
idea of propagating the race is to him intolerable ;

' hf
cannot bring himself to increase the number of our

unhappy species. In my opinion^ this attitude of his

shows too much compassion and too little hope. This is

entirely between ourselves !

”
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My brother was in the best of spirits when he came to

us at Naumburg on May 24th. He related to me the

events above mentioned, but urged me to keep them a

secret from our mother and from everyone else
;

partly

because Frau Overbeck had pledged him to secrecy, and

partly because he was afraid that our mother would

scent a romance in the affair. He was to pay dearly for

this silence later on. Our mother was greatly surprised

at his coming to the North, but he gave an explanation

which was in itself true—^that an acquaintance in Sicily

had strongly advised him to go to the Grunewald near

Berlin, both for its own beauty and quiet and for the

advantage of being near the great city, with its university

and excellent libraries. He actually made two day

excursions b> Gninewald, but both were disappointing,

the one through rainy weather and the other because the

forest was crowded with holiday trippers. He was not

Sony to sfaiy in Naumburg, which this time suited him

very well. The tendency to headaches and eye-strain of

course remained, but these troubles came on only at rare

intervals and never so violently as in the old days.

Once more, as in his student days, our little green

verandah rang from morning till evening with merry

laughter. The laughter, indeed, had sometimes to be

suppressed, so that our mother should not enquire as to

the real meaning of our allusions ;
as, for instance, when

I quoted a favourite comedy of the day, One of Vs Must

Marry. The manuscript of The Joyful Wisdom^ too, was

written out in a rather complicated way—really trouble-

some, but amusing. He did not want me to do the

copying, because he thought that my neat, girlish hand-

writing did not suit the subject of the book. Accoidingly

aft old secretary to the Chancery was engaged for the

work. As he could not read my brother’s handwriting

with ease, I had to dictate to him, and my brother

listened and miiHp corrections where he thought fit. Our

dear mother was uneasy at the idea that this worthy old
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man should have to take down bo much questionable

matter. We consoled her very properly with the

reminder that he could not possibly understand a word
of the book. In the course of dictation^ however, my
brother and I alternately discovered that he did after

all understand here and there ; when he did so he would
shake his head dubiously. ** Heavens !

*’ whispered Fritz

to me, ‘‘he’s beginning to understand !
” As a rule he

entirely failed to grasp the meaning, and sometimes
wrote such funny things that Fritz and I laughed till we
cried. In the new edition of The Joyful Wisdom I noticed

that this suppressed merriment had in places done the

book harm. Some words, even short sentences, here and
there had been simply left out. It may he that my
brother countenanced these omissions, but there can be
no certainty on the point, for he destroyed the manuscript
after the book was printed.

The Joyful Wisdom received its finishing touches at

Tautenburg in Thuringia, to which place he had gone
instead of to Grunewald. He writes to me (July 3rd,

1882) : “The manuscript is quite ready, A fine

sensation of victory, after six years’ work ! At the

beginning of July it went to press. He remained at

Tautenburg till the end of July, so that the book was
not published until September. The first edition con-

tained, besides the prelude, Jest^ Cunning and Bevenge^

only four books, and its motto was the saying ofEmerson :

To the poet and to the sage all things are intimate and
sacred, all experiences useful, all days holy, all men
divine.’^ The preface, the fifth book {We Fearless Ones)

and the appendix (Songs of Prince Free-as-a-Bird) were
not added until 1 887, when a new edition of his works
was brought out by £. W. Fritzsch.

We may well say that he never read the proofs of a
book in brighter mood : the task was to him “ a diversion

before a great undertaking, for which one at last feels

strength returning
;
just as Buddha, after he had found
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the guiding principle of his life, gave himself up for ten

days to worldly pleasures.” He was well aware that this

book, too, would be liable to the strangest misconceptions,

but this did not mar his happy frame ofmind. He writes

to Peter Gast (June 19th, 1882): Ten times I have

considered the book unpublishable, and ten times I have

revised this belief. My view now is that it doesn’t

matter in the least what my present readers think of me
and of this book—what does matter is that I have

thought of myself in such a way af> may be read in these

pages : if it be only to warn me against myself.”

In view of all the joking mentioned above, it is difficult

to realise how strong a hold the ideas of Zarathustra

already had on my brother, and how seriously he saw his

whole future before him. Yet he loved to mask the

solemn, heartfelt joy and the passionate emotions that

swayed his soul, and for this purpose a word spoken in

jest is the surest means. Hence his habit of clothing

the gravest thoughts in a gay dress ; hence his yearning

for “clearness, purity, cheeifulness, spruceness, and

sobriety.”

For him, happy laughter was the great redeemer

:

“ Only he who can endure great suffering knows how to

laugh like an Olympian.”



CHAPTER XI

DARK DAYS

The Joyful Wisdom received a far warmer welcome from
Nietzsche’s friends than Dawn ofDay : “ One ofthe things

I shall never forget is that I got more congratulations

over this book of gai saber than over all my other books
put together. People suddenly became reconciled to me,
they once more made friendly advances, eveiyone saw in

the book a convalescence, a return, a homecoming, a halt

—that is, a return to the world !
” He observed, of

course, that this kindly welcome was accompanied by
numerous misconceptions, but it pleased him then all the

same, although later on he was inclined to make all sorts

ofjokes on the subject. Nor was he merely pleased ; he
began to believe that he no longer stood alone, and to

hope that it might be possible to find in his circle heroic

men who really understood him, and who could join him
in the march towards his last and greatest goal. He
writes to Fraulein von Meysenbug (July, 1882):

** My life belongs now to a higher aim, and 1 no longer do
anything that does not suit that aim. No one can guess it,

and I myself must not yet betray it : but I will confess to you

—

and to you more gladly than anyone—that it needs a heroieal

V9B,y of thinking (and by no means one of pious resignation).

If you find any persons of this way of thinking, let me know,
as yon did in the case of the young Russian lady. This girl is

now united to me by a bond of firm friendship (so far as any-

thing of the sort can be firm on this earth) ; it is a long time
since 1 made so great an acquisition. Really, I am extremely

grateful to you and tor your agency in the matter. This

year, which in many respects marks a crisis in my life epoch *

is the right word—an intermediate stage between two erises,

one behind me and one before me), has been made much
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haiii^ through the charm and brilliance of this yonthfal and
tndy heroic booL In her 1 look for a disciple, and, if I am
deetined not to live much longer, an heir vho will carry on
my vork.”

From this letter we see clearly that my brother had
become firmly convinced as to the l^uty and permanence
of his finendship with Fraulein Lou Salom^. He did not
suspect—^as a shrewder man of the world would have
suspected long before—^that Fraulein Salom^ had under-
gone all sorts of intellectual and emotional changes since

he had parted from her and B^e in Switzerland. My
brother, it must be remembered, had been almost too

fortunate in never having an enemy among all his

personal friends and acquaintances. His simple, natural

manner exercised a peculiar charm, so that even the

boldest views that he expressed never gave offence, and
scarcely met with contradiction ; on the contrary, every-

one seemed glad to acquiesce in this amiable superiority.

Nietzsche himself, in a naively happy way, was conscious

of this advantage. In Ecce Homo he says :

“ I have never had the knack of prepoBBesBing others

against myself, even when it seemed highly expedient that

I should do BO ; this, also, I owe to my incomparable fother.

Even 1 myself am free from any VropossesBion against myself,

however nnchristian the statement may sound. Fry into my
life as you will—^yon will find very few cases (perhaps, in

truth, only one case) where anyone has borne me ill-will;

while of good-will you will possibly find too many traces.*’

In the words “ only one case,” my brother refers to

this summer of 1882. I find it difficult to tell the story

of these incidents—unimportant in themselves, but so

painful to my brother. I should, in fact, never have

thought of treating them at such length, but for the

publication of two books, hostile to my brother,

and giving an entirely false presentment of his

character. One is Bernoulli’s pamphlet. Overbeck—
Hietztdu; the other is Frau Lou Andreas’ book on
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Nietzsche, which appeared during my brother’s lifetime,

and can only be regarded as a product of injured feminine

vanity revenging itself upon a poor invalid who could no
longer defend himself. The events here described have

been, in particular, falsely reported by Frau Ida Overbeck
and Herr O. A. Bernoulli, so that I am forced to abandon
my former discretion and tell the exact truth ; especially

as Frau Overbeck and Bernoulli sought by their mis-

statements to damage not only me, but most of all my
brother. This intention runs through the whole pamphlet
Overbeck—Nietzsche ; it is a tissue of spiteful inventions,

distortions, and ludicrous comments. The acme of folly

is reached by Herr Bernoulli’s book when it touches

on the Lou affair. I must therefore now give a detailed

account of the whole business, so far as possible in

Nietzsche’s own words, in order to leave no gap that

Herr Bernoulli might fill up with his fabrications, and to

refute all his statements with the same contempt as

Bohde’s son and Hen* Johannes Schlaf have done in other

cases. The reader shall see for himself how my bi*other

was treated, and shall form his own judgment.

As has already been mentioned, my brother had
travelled with Frau and Friiulein SalonuS and Dr. R^e
from Home to Switzerland, staying for a short time at

Lake Orta and at Lucerne. From Lucerne he also

took a walk with Lou and R^e to his belovfed Tribschen,

which was associated with the happiest years of his

life. He told me afterwards that he had there been

seized with a fit of deep depression, realising in some
measure to what sort of friendship he had come down,

after giving up the friendship of Richard and Oosima
Wagner. After this, Fraulein SalomiS went off to Rde’s

relatives at their estate of Stibbe, but previously visited

the Overbecks at BS.le. This visit entirely changed her

attitude towards my brother. .

I must here emphasise the fact that Fraulein Salom^ was
no Sonia Kowalewska, but (in Nietzsche’s words) one
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of those young Bussiaxi women who go abroad in order to

get into touch with well-known people, to profit by their

fame, and perhaps also to have all sorts of little adven-

tures.” Our worthy Malwida, as well as Dr. Bfe, had
convinced Fraulein Salom^ in Borne that Nietzsche was a

celebrity. At first, accordingly, Lou took great trouble

to arouse my brother’s interest in her, offering to work
for him in conjunction with B(je, so that his eyesight

might l)e spared. No proposal could have been more
tempting to my brother

; it seemed to offer him so wide

a Bcoj)e for pursuing his researches. He wished to

investigate every psychical experience in all its length,

breadth and depth, and would often sigh despairingly :

“ To think that I am one solitary worker—^and this

mighty, virgin forest to explore !
” Hence came his

piissionate desire for comrades in the chase, keen minds

that could help him to penetrate this virgin forest.

Whe7i he received the offers of B(?e and Lou, he thought

he had found such comrades in the choice, and hisjoy was

su])reme.

At this point, however, my brother made a great mis-

take. In his unswerving love of truth he thought that

Fraulein von Meysenbug, with her touching idealism,

had after all given Frilulein Salomd a fidse impression of

his views and plans. Malwida’s comical suggestion of

marriage had already caused him uneasiness. He there-

fore asked Herr and Frau Overbeck, at Bdle, to show him

to Fraulein Salomd in his true colours. Whoever has read

the recent Nietzsche Eeminiscences of Overbeck in the

Neuer Rtmdschati [New Beview] and Frau Overbeck’s Chit-

Chat in the perio^cal Mdrz [March], can readily imagine

what an odious portrait of Nietzsche these two must

have drawn for Fraulein Salom^. At any rate—and of

thismy unsuspicious brother had no inkling—^they robbed

her of the belief that •Nietzsche was a great man in the

intellectual sphere. “ So he is not great, not famous ?
”

said Frfiulein SalomcS to herself, much disappointed.

L.N.
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My brother made another mistake. Still firmly oon-

vino^ that Fraulem Salom^ really understood him and

his great life-work, and also that her friendship wilk him

was destined to be permanent, he sent her to Bayreuth.

The Parsifal performance of 1882, however, was decidedly

not an occasion for receiving an impression of Nietzsche

as a great and famous man. People spoke of him in a

patronising tone, as of one who had once enjoyed a little

celebrity, but was no longer of any account. I except

Hichard and Cosima Wagner, who spoke to me, at any

rate, in quite different terms. Wagner said to me in the

course of a memorable conversation :
“ Since your brother

left me, I ha^c been alone.” From other quarters, how-

ever, Fraulein Salom4 heard nothing but scoffing or

disparaging remarks. At my brother’s urgent request 1

had accompanied Fraulein Salom^ to Bayreuth. My first

impression of her, as I observed in u riting to my brother,

was very favourable. He answered gleefully :
“ I can

quite believe that you two get on well together !
” To

my great surprise, however, 1 soon saw that she had not

a spark of reverence or friendly feeling for my brother,

and that she was on excellent terms with all his hostile

critics at Bayreuth. It was quite clear that she regarded

it as a great sacrifice to accept our invitation to distant

Tautenburg. “ After all, Nietzsche was no celebrity !
”

She felt that she had been deceived ; why should she

settle down in that lonely spot and study his philosophy,

which was rated so low 1 It was not long before I left her

to her favoui'ite companions—those adverse or indifferent

to Nietzsche. I did not want to influence her in any way.

At last, somewhat reluctantly, Fraulein Salom^ decid^

to come to Tautenburg, but she was not the same Lou
whom my brother had got to know in Borne and especially

at Orta. The visit to the Overbecks and the stay in

Bayreuth had altered her completely. At Jena, she had

already astonished a woman friend of my brother’s by her

slighting remarks. Now began the introduction to his
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philosophy—not to the Batis£&ction, it appears, of either

party. Nietzsche afterwardsTm>te, when trying to initiate

an enthusiastic young disciple into his general creed

:

“ The whole affair, by the way, is a drudgery, and reminds

me of a similar drudgery at Tautenburg, in the summer
of 1882. What is more, I have enough experience of the

world to know what the world’s reward is in such cases.”

At the time, however, he was never anything but patient

and amiable, thinking as he did that Malwida’s description

must be true, and that he and his philosophy were to

blame, if Fraulein Salomi^ did not show an adequate grasp.

Yet the pupil was bored, and very likely gave Dr. Rfe a

highly-coloured account of this Wedom any rate, I

i-eceived an apparently inoffensive letter from Dr. R4e
(Fraulein Salomd was meant to read it), begging me to

shorten our stay at Tautenburg and thus give Lou an

opportunity for getting away. R^e added that Lou’s

talents had not come up to Nietzsche’s expectations

—

which was entirely untrue
;
and mentioned a little joke

to the effect that neither he nor Nietzsche had thought

of a marriage with Fraulein Salom^which was in direct

contrast to his own and my brother’s statement that the

project had been fully discussed. Fraulein Salom4 failed

to see the joke. When she read the letter she was

furious, and abused not only Dr. Rde but above all my
absent brother. In her anger, she revealed the ugly side of

her nature : for instance, her petty annoyance at the refusal

of Rde and Nietzsche to marry her, a refusal which she

attributed to the lowest motives. She, for her part, had

no wish to marry either ; she declared, with cynical

frankness, that she looked forward to a far more brilliant

match. But of course she wanted the refusal to come

from her side and not from theirs. Her manner of

expressing herself was simply revolting. I had never

heard such language qr opinions from any woman of my
class. Perhaps FrS.ulein Salomd was only a forerunner of

a certain section of the modern emancipated women ? An
K 2
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old gentleman of my acquaintance recently remarked to

me: “When we were young, we kept watch over our

daughters, so that they should not hear and read what
our sous said and wrote ; but now, fathers and mothers

must take care to prevent their sons from hearing and

reading what their daughters say and write.” I found

excuses for the modems, saying, “ I think they call it

sincerity towards themselves and others, assuming that

we old-fashioned women deceived ourselves and others

with our delicacy. ” Yet, though my views on this point

have become less harsh, I can never forgive Fraulein

Salome for the way in which she spoke of my brother.

Not merely vt.'r she tactless in general, but—^I 'must put

it strongly—scornfril and impudent as regards Nietzsche’s

intellect and talents. “ He has ideas ” (so ran the general

substance of her remarks) “ which no sensible i)erson can

understand, everyone makes fun of him, especially Dr.

B4e and I. It^’s talents are infinitely greater, and

Nietzsche’s sole aim, in associating with us two, is to

exploit our intellect. Nietzsche is, in fact, a consummate

egotist, and exploits all his friends.” I was thunderstruck.

To think that Malwida and Rde had chosen such a

creature as my brother’s disciple ! Of course she immedi-

ately went to join Dr. B4e, with whom she at once came

to an understanding about the incident, no doubt by

entirely misrepresenting the facts.

I was in a most awkward situation. It was out of the

question for me to tell my brother of this occurrence, as a

duel might have resulted. (Dr. E^, by the way, was

very grateful for my discretion, since in spite of Lou’s

mis-statements he had noticed that she saddled him with

the responsibility for much unpleasantness.) I could only

silently withdraw, and declare that it was impossible for

me ever to speak to Fr^iulein Salomd again. I let my
biothmr go alone to Naumburg, andstayed at Tautenburg,

so as not to have to discuss the matter with anyone

Between September, 1881, and July, 1888, in order to
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avoid a duel, I said nothing to my brother that could

throw real light upon the facts. He afterwards reproached

me for this silence. I still thought at the time, however,

that things would somehow come right, without any
necessity for going into the odious details. After all,

Fraulein Salom^ had made an attempt to make my brother

think better of her. She sent him that fine poem, con-

ceived quite in his manner, the Hynm to Life ; my brother

was so pleased with it that he decided to set it to music.

Ugly and beautiful elements lay very close together in

Lou's soul.

How little my brother, during that T^jt-'^dburg sum-

mer, knew of what had happened may be gathered fix>m

the following letter (September, 1882)

:

“ In two or three days, my dear Lisbeth, I shall be off

;

I have written to the Eifers, whom 1 want to call upon at

Frankfort. I have carried out the piece of work promised

for Naumburg (a musical composition) in fine style, and with

thorough satisfaction to myself.

“ If only I could give you some idea of the happy confi-

dence that has buoyed me up all this summer ! I have been

successful in everything, often against all expectation and

just when I thought I had failed. Lou is also quite contented

(she is now up to her eyes in work and reading). What is

of great importance to me, she has converted Bee (as he says

himself) to one of my main tenets, and this entirely alters

the groundwork of his book. Bee wrote yesterday :
‘ Lou has

decidedly grown a few inches at Tautenburg.’

“ I am sorry to hear that you are still suffering from the

after-effects of those scenes which I should so gladly have

spared yon. Bemember, though, that these scenes brought

to light what would otherwise, perhaps, have long remained

hidden—that Lou had a poorer opinion of me than at first,

and looked upon me with a certain distrust. When I take

into account all the circumstances under which we became

acquainted (including the influence of some injudicions

remarks by our friend B6e), 1 cannot deny that she is to some
extent justified. But now, surely, she thinks rather better of

me—and that is the chief thing, eh, dear sister? When
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I look into the fatore, I hardly like to asaome that yon do
not feel as I do with regard to Lon. She and I are so similar

in onr views and mental eqnipment that some time or other

onr names are snre to be mentioned side by side, and any
slander that assails her will assail me first.

"Bnt perhaps I have said too much on this point, as I often

do on others. Once more I thank you with all my heart for

all your kind services to me this summer—and I honestly

recognise your sisterly goodwill even in matters where yon
could not see eye to eye with me. There is danger, indeed,

for eveiyone who has anything to do with an anti-moral

philosopW like me! My creed absolutely forbids me two

thiiTgti ^ (1) repentance ; (2) moral indignation. Let’s be

quite good nC:rds again, my dear Lama! ”

I would gladly have been “gootl frieiidB” again, had 1

not known that in a personal interview much of what I

had kept dark would leak out. In fact, I felt as if the

ground was rocking under my feet. Was this Fhiulein

Salom^ to be the best representative of my brother’s

views ? If this really was the case, how' terriljle must

this new philosophy be—this philosoph
>
which, frankly,

I had not understood till then—^what a disturbing

influence it must exert

!

And what was I to think of Il<5e, w’hom Fraulein

Salom^ made responsible for all her ofiensive verdicts on

my brother? It must be rememl>ered that li(?e had

always expressed his respect and admiration for my
brother in the most striking terms, lauding his intellect

no less than his character. How often he had said that,

compared to Nietzsche, he was a mere nothing, and how

proud and happy he felt at being honoured w'ith

Nietzsche’s friMidship ! And now to think that what

Friiulein Salom4 reported was his real opinion ! Thus

while B4e and Frfiulein Salom^ pretended to his face to

be all reverence and admiration (one need only read

B4e*s letters !), behind his back they jeered at him and

belittled his genius as much as th^ could. It was

particularly absurd when one remembered the way in
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which men like Eohde, Von GersdorflF, Deussen and Von
S^dlitz had spoken and written of my brother—^not

only of his genius, but of his characW as a self-

sacrificing friend and a “ white soul ” in the highest

sense.

My brother’s return to Naumburg was marked by a

very unpleasant scene between mother and son. While
my brother and I were still in Tautenburg, “ the devil

had been playing his game,” as an outspoken old aunt of

ours used to say. A Swiss-French friend of our mother’s

had asked her to let a lady who was travelling from St.

Petersburg stay at her house in Naumburg^^fof^ few

days’ rest. Our mother, hosjutahle as fl^“6r, gladly con-

sented, and the lady— also of Swiss-French nationality

—

told her of an unedifying romance between a married

teacher and preachei’ and an emancipated young w^oman.

Frau Lou Andreas was the Iieroino of the tale, and is

said to ha\'e j)ublished it hej'self in a sliort story called

dressing it up in an attractive garb of fiction.

Yet truth and fiction were no doubt somewhat diflerent

in this case too. One win imagine our dear mother’s

horror w'heii she discovered, a few days after her son

joineil her, that the young,lady painted in such un-

flattering colours was Fi'itz’s disciple and admirer. My
brother now had to pay for the silence imposed on him

by Frau Overbeck, for it was all this secrecy that

caused my mother to take such a doleful view of the

situation. He hurriedly left Naumburg and went to

Leipzig. The jdau of going to Paris had been

abandoned.

When my brother went to Leipzig he wjis still to a

great extent in the dark about Lou. He did not take

umbrage at what my mother said of Frauleiu Salom^ ; he

thought that the French lady had merely retailed a bit

of trivial scandal. All the same, my brother had heard

enough to make him suspicious, and accordingly, after

he had been alone at Leipzig for some time, and had
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begun to think over recent events he wrote a very

serious letter to :

“It’s strange, bat I have a preconceived opinion about

Lon, and althoagh I must confess that the opinion contra-

dicts all mj experiences of this summer, I somehow can’t get

rid of it.

“ To tell the truth, no one has ever behaved so abominably

to me as Lou. Till this day she has not withdrawn those

horrible, slanderous criticisms of my whole character and
aims, with which she went to Jena and Tautenburg; and

that too althoagh she knows that their after-effects have done

mejgerious damage. A man who doesn’t break off relations

with a'girl who says such things must be—well, 1 don’t know
what to c^'i^lm. The reason why I did not break off

relations was that preconceived opinion : a fine piece of self-

conquest, by the way.
" At Bayreuth she not only left me in the lurch, but treated

me as a person of no account. On this point I am sensitive

;

for 1 cannot regard anyone as a friend unless he appreciates

my relation to Wagner and does me justice in the matter.

"Whoever fails to understand this does not know what it means

to ‘ make sacrifices to knowledge.’

“1 wanted to give her an opportunity of patting things

right of her own accord: in such cases, I hate the idea of

forcing anyone’s hand.
“ The last time I saw her she told me she had something

to say to me. I was full of hope. (I said to my sister, ‘ She

has a very bad opinion of me, but she is clever, she will soon

have a better one.’)

“ There is no shadow of doubt as to how I should treat

a man who spoke like that of me to my sister. To this extent

I am a soldier and shall always be one ; I can nse weapons.

But a girl

!

“ 1 should like to have the most painful memory of this

year erased from my soul—^painful, not because it offends

me, but because it offends Lou in me.
“ Can’t you manage to smooth matters over ? I have never

wanted to mention them to Lou—with the exception of one

point, of which you know.” *

did indeed make every effort, hy means of



BASK BAYS .187

optimistic letters, to pour oil on the troubled waters and
conceal the real truth from my brother. In addressing

me he declared that the two Overbecks, especially Frau
Overbeck, were responsible for Lou’s change of front.

This seemed to me at the time a disgraceful libel on the

Overbecks. It is only of late years that I have seen

how much truth lay in his statement. I did not answer

B^’s letter, for I was soon to see him in a light that I

should have previously thought incredible.

Writing to Bohde in the summer, Nietzsche had said

that in the autumn he intended to begin again as a

student, “ for,” he observed, “my former years ofscudent

life were to some extent wasted, throughtheir one-sided

preoccupation with classical scholarship.*' The project,

however, came to nothing, for, when at Leipzig, he very

soon saw that the lecturer’s books were far more
interesting than their oral lectures designed for the

instruction of young people. He felt, too, more strongly

from day to day, that Dr. Bfe, and still more Fraulein

Salom^, were not suitable companions for him
;
both, as

he saw to his horror, understood him less than his former

friends. He VTites, accordingly, to Fraulein Salom4:
“ It’s just the same with you ^s with friend Bde—^neither

to him nor to you can I so much as mention the things

that lie nearest my heart. This compulsory silence at

times almost stifles me.” In another passage he writes

about Bde :
“ As for friend Bee, I felt about him as I

have always felt (even after our stay in Genoa) ; it

simply exasperates me to see a man of striking per-

sonality go to -the dogs like this. He is so utterly

aimless, and that is why he takes so little pleasure in

the means to any ends in work, and is so lacking in

industry, even in scientific conscientiousness. He is

always squandering his gifts. And if he only squandered

for the sheer joy of being extravagant ! But no, it

looks very much as if he had a bad conscience. At every

point I notice defects in his training. A man should be
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trained to be a soldier, in some sense or other ; and
woman to be the wife of a soldier, in some sense or other.

”

In that autumn of 1882, my brother was with Dr.

H^e and Fiiiulein Lou Salom^ for about six weeks at

Tioipzig. Thus he had ample opportunity for becoming
acquainted with their character and their mental equip-

ment. Frequent quarrels soon arose between him and
Fraulein Salom^. He writes to her at the end of

October, 1882: “Yes, I was angry with you! But
why speak of this one instance? I have been angry
with you once a week or oftener, and, I can assure you,

not wCi,'>lit good reasons. Traits of charact-ier offend me
more than actions. ” One of his notebooks of the Leipzig
period contains some very unfavourable comments on
Fraulein Salome’s disposition, Init they are so strongly

worded as to be unfit for publication.

It may be asked, what reason my brother had for

these private notes on Fraulein Salome’s evil qualities ?

The answer will serve to throw a clear light ou my
brother’s course of action in the whole affair. We must
remember that iu his transvaluation of all previous values

he did not designate as evil the qualities that are com-
monly regarded as such. . The distinction often drawn
by Nietzsche between “evil” and “bad” must be care-

fully noted. As regards evil qualities, my brother held

that if their possessor had a great aim and devoted all

his energies to the attainment of that aim, these evil

qualities might be transformed into most valuable ones ;

or that, to quote Zarathustra, “ dogs howling in the

cellar might be changed into sweet singing birds.
”

After Fraulein Salome^ had caused him so much dis-

appointment over her character, he resolved to work this

transformation in her, so that she might add greatness

of soul to her remarkable cleverness, and become a
perfect human being. He wanted* to make this a test

case, as it were, for his philosophy. In order to make
the victory appear all the more glorious, he greatly
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exaggerated in his private notes the darker side of

Frkulein Salome’s nature. Still, 1 must not omit to

mention that Friiulein Salomd contributed her share to

this exaggeration; in a way that has since become

quite fashionable, she made a sort of coquettish parade

of these unpleasant traits.

But Friiulein Salomd was not attracted by the aim

which my brother set before her. On the contrary ! As
soon as she saw what a stem and serious self-discipline

iny brother demanded from his followers, she felt decided

qualms. She might, perhaps, have complied with these

stern demands, iftlie Overbecks and her stay in Bayreuth

had not robbed her of her faith in the faille and greatness

of Nietzsche. She now thought it useless to occupy her-

self with Nietzsche’s philosophy
;
moreover, she began to

fear that lice, whom she rode with a high hand, might be

still too greatly impressed with Nietzsche to remain

under her influence. In that case, the entertainment she

had promised herself at Leipzig would be at an end.

Accordingly she tried by all possible means to keep B^e

from contact n-ith Nietzsche, nay even to prejudice him

against my brother. At first lice resisted, but he was

too weak to shake off FriiuleiniSalomc’s evil influence, and

he made a wretched attempt to serve two masters. My
brother did not know what to make of the behaviour of

these two. IWe had indeed told him that Fraulein

Salom^, through her visit to the Overbecks and especially

Frau Overbeck’s talk, had lost her belief in the Nietz-

scheaii philosophy ;
but this appeared to him, as it did to

me, notliing but a lame and dishonest excuse.

At last matters came to a head. At the beginning of

November he writes Fraulein Salom^ a farewell letter,

for which rough drafts and fragments are to be found in

notebook XXXI :

“ Good heavens, Lou, what letters you write to me ! They

might be the work of some vindictive little schoolgirl. What
have 2 to do with these miserable trifles ? Do understand
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that I want yon to raise yonrself in my estimation, not to lower

yonrseU. How can I forgive you, ontil I once more find in

yon the staff that makes yon worth forgiving ?
“ The only thing I reproach you with to-day is that yonr

frankness comes too late. At Lucerne I gave yon my essay on
Schopenhauer, telling you that it contained my fundamental

ideas, and that I thought these ideas would tally with yours.

That was the time for you to read and cry ‘ No ! ’ (1 hate

all superficiality in such matters.) Had you done so, I should

have been spared a great deal. From yonr lips, such an
utterance as the poem To Pain is a downright lie. Just con-

sider how different your conduct has been from mine. I wrote

tcrFr^u Overbeck, asking her to enlighten you as to my
charac^r on spme points expressly stated by me ; my very

purpose being that you should not expect from me any service

that I had no power to perform.
“ I feel certain there can be no one who thinks better of you

than 1 do, and no one who thinks worse. Don’t say anything

in your favour, my dear Lou ; 1 have already said more on
your behalf, both to myself and others, than you could possibly

say yourself. Such people as you need a high aim to make
them endurable to their fellow creatures.

“ How dwarfed your nature appears by the side of friend

B6e’s! How poor you are in reverence, gratitude, piety,

courtesy, admiration, modesty — to say nothing of higher

qualities! What would you answer if I asked, 'Are you
honest ? Are you incapable of treachery ?

’

“ Can’t you realise that a man like myself, when brought

into contact with you, needs a great deal of self-masteiy ?

“ I could, if I would, make our relation easy for myself ; but

I have already mastered myself in so many cases, that I think

I can even succeed in being useful to you, though you injure

me.
“ You have had one of the most patient and well-meaning

of men to deal with ; but remember that towards all the little

self-seekers and pleasure-lovers I need no other argument
than disgust. 1 am more easily swayed by disgust than any-

one imagines. Write me different letters, and show more

respect for yourself.

" I have never yet made a mistake about any human being,

and in you I recognisethat impulse towards a sublime selfish-

ness which is an instinctive obedience to the highest law.
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Some cnne or other, it seems, has made you confound

it with its opposite, the selfishness and rapacily of the

cat, that wants nothing but life. Now this feline egotism,

which is no longer capable of love, this joy in mere existence

and nothing more, which you confess to be yours (we are

given these traits in order that we may conquer them, may
conquer ourselves)—all this is more repulsive to me than any
other human characteristic ; it is worse than anything evil,

worse even than the conception of knowledge as a mere pastime,

a diversion for leisure moments. If yon give rein to all your

meaner qualities, who can go on associating with you ?

“You have injured yourself, you have given pain not only

to me but to all who loved me ; this is the sword of D^mecles

that hangs over your head.

“ Good-bye, my dear Lou ; I shall never see you again.

Guard your soul from such actions in future, and try to make
up to others, and especially to my friend Bee, for the loss yon
can never repair to me.

“ Good-bye. I did not read your letter to the end, but I

read too much as it was.

‘‘P. N.”

This farewell letter to Lou is marked by that coui*tesy

which he alw'ays observed, even under the strongest pro-

vocation, towards those who had given him offence.

His real opinion on the trialg of those five months with

Lou finds vent for the first time in the following letter

to Kde

:

“ ni tell you now my present view of the case. It is a com-

plete disaster—and I am the victim. In the spring I thought

I had found a person capable of helping me ; which requires,

indeed, not only a lofty intellect but a morality of the first

order. Instead of this, we have discovered a creature who
merely wants to amuse herself, and is shameless enough to

imagine that the greatest geniuses on earth are fit objects for

her sport. The result of this blunder is that I can dispense

more than ever with the need of finding such helpers. Lou’s

superficial, unfeeling nature has threatened to lower the dignity

of my whole lifework.*

“ Who could have dreamt that he# phrases, ‘ heroism ’ and

‘fighting for a principle,’ her poem To Pain, her tales of
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struggles for knowledge, were nothing but a fraud? (Her
mother wrote to me this summer : * Lou has enjoyed the

greatest possible freedom.’)
** Or is it that she has changed? The Lou of Orta was a

different being from the one I met again—a being without
ideals, aims or duties. She told me herself that she had no
morals (I thought that, like me, she had stricter morals than
anyone else ! ) and that every day and every hour she brought
her God some sacrifice from herself.

“ In the meantime, 1 can only see that all she wants is sport

and entertainment. Such an attitude towards questions of

morality fills me—to put it mildly'—with indignation. She
WM very angry with me for denying her the right to the

phrase * heroism of knowledge.’ Well, she ought to be honest
and say, ‘ Such heroism and I are as the poles asunder.’

Heroism involves self-sacrifice and duly—and that daily and
hourly ; and more than this, the whole soul must be filled with

one idea, compared to which life and happiness are indifferent.

I once imagined that Lou had such a nature.
** Ah, 1 ought to have friends who could warn me in time of

such terrible catastrophes as that of this summer !
'*

This letter to Rde is the key to the whole Lou affair,

and explains the impression she made on my brother.

He feared that through her his whole philosophy would
be compromised, and this fear caused him intense trepida-

tion. He had introduced Friiulein Salom^ to his circle

as a disciple of his, and now she had betrayed him ; he
saw the whole dignity of his lifework dragged through

the mire. Fraulein Sahim^, as he said to Malwida, was
a caricature of his notion of a disciple.” He already

realised what has since often proved true—^that his

philosophy was liable to the worst misconceptions
;
that

cold-blooded egoists, whose only aim is to amuse them-
selves and enjoy life, would use his doctrines as a pretext

for justifying their low propensities, for “ living their own
lives ” (as the wretched modern phrase has it), and would
thus debase his loftiest ideas. To all who aim at under-

standing Nietzsche, the above wonderful letter to B.4e

affords the best evidence for the strength of his ethical
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conceptions and the stem discipline he demanded of his

followers. Nietzsche held that the chief glory of any
human being lay in his directing his will-power towards

the highest aim he could achieve
;
intellect and cleverness

were of eomparativdy little value.

The fact that the draft letters quoted in this chapter

and chapter XIV. are of the utmost importance for under-

standing Nietzsche’s attitude towards morality was
remarked many years ago by my late friend Privy

Councillor Max Heinze. At that time, however, I could

not bring myself to publish tliem
; and I still regret that

we must, as it were, dissect Frau Lou Andreas in oi^er

to give a clear explanation of Nietzsche’s attitude towards

morality. But the time for discretion has gone by. So

many falsehoods have been told, that I must at last

establish the tnith, esjtecially as it is of the highest

psychological value. Frau Lou Andreas may accept this

as an offset for all the vexation she has caused my dear

brother and myself. She has also partly Frau Overbeck

and Herr Bernoulli to thank for the present revelations.

In itself it would he a matter of indifference that a

young lady, who had hithei’to lived in an environment

where intellects so pure and Iqfty as that of Nietzsche

were frankly unthinkable, should value so unusual a

phenomenon as Nietzsche by the light of her own experi-

ence. The painful feature ofthe whole affair was that a

recluse, who had given up all idea of finding disciples,

was now deluded by others with the notion that a happy

chance had granted him this miracle. Those who live in

the midst of the world can hardly realise what it means

to a philosopher and a hermit, who imagines that he has

not long to live, when he believes that he has found a

pupil who is equal, one who may perhaps become the heir

to his philosophy. By marvellous promises my brother

had been lured out of. his sacred solitude, and now the

first thing he encountered was this miserable compound

of cunning and malice.
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I do not reproach Frau Lou Andreas for the fact that

she had not the faintest conception of Nietzsche’s genius.

After all, slie knew him for only five months
;
for in

November, 1882, my brother bade her farewell, never to

see her or write to her again. What I do reproach her

with is this : that when Nietzsche had become famous

and was in his mental decline, she had the audacity—^to

use no stronger word— to represent herselfas Nietzsche’s

friend and to weave that tissue of falsehoods, Friedrich

Nietzsche in His Works. What has she not invented in that

book—conversations that were never held and events that

never happened ! Frau Andreas possesses barely half-a-

dozen letters from my brother, written in-that summer of

1882 ; and these are really addressed not to her, but to

the ideal portrayed by Malwida and Dr. B4e. In order to

convey the impression that she was on friendly terms

with Nietzsche for many years, she spreads these letters

over the whole book, and alters the dates. She does not

even mention the only letters of any real importance (the

first drafts of which I quote in the present volume),

because she knows that they would give the lie direct to

her whole presentment. Frau Lou Andreas paints a

fan<gr picture, of which ore can only say “ It isn’t Nietz-

sche !
” If any reader of her book has not yet seen how

false is her description of Nietzsche’s character and of his

relations to R^, I refer him to the criticisms of two

authorities who have made a close study of the subject.

In 1893, after the first appearance (in periodical form)

of her fictitious “ revelations,’’ Peter Gast refutes her

in a most complete and convincing manner. I quote

only a brief passage :

**Fraa Andreas is generally looked upon as a gennine

authority on Nietzsche. This is much to be deplored. Her
biographical statements teem with blunders, her conception of

the later Nietzschean ideas rests upoh insufficient knowledge,

and the portrait she draws of Nietzsche himself is a nerveless

eaticature. With all the mannerisms of a hypoehondriae, she
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speaks of the illness, sighs, agonies, wonnds and other suffer-

ings of Nietzsche, so that the reader never catches a glimpse

of Nietzsche’s finer facets, of his soldierly ^aietl and gaiUardise ;

I mean that quality to vhich Nietzsche owes it that he was
never a pessimist after the fashion of Leopardi—that quality

of * riotous happiness.’ This trait lay at the root of his

nature ; it lit up all his thoughts, and inspired him with hopes

more lofty than ever mortal knew, hopes whose expression and
influence is a warrant for their final fulfilment.”

Dr. Fritz Koegel writes, in 1896 :

“ Thus science, art and philosophy become more and more
blended in him, until in The Birth of Tragedy they produce a

Centaur : that is to say, a work which*would have been

impossible for a one-sided genius. This polyphony of several

talents, sounding together in a bold and rich harmony, is a

basic foct not only for the early period, but for Nietzsche’s

whole development. It is again the artist, the philosopher and

the man of science, meanwhile transformed into several

shapes, who produce in common another, still more marvellous

Centaur in Zarathustra.—An ostensible friend of Nietzsche,

Frau Andreas-Salome, has tried to pervert this fact : to distort

the polyphony into discord, the self-reliant nature, sure of its

instincts, into one utterly anarchic, the free and voluntary

process of development into the cQpstraint of an arbitrary self-

violence. Such a result can be attained only by an uncommon
measure of ignorance, an extremely careless method of con-

struction, and a fertile imagination, which fearlessly invents

or falsifies the most important facts.”

Personally, I must always point out that the splendid

aphorism ‘‘Star-Friendship,” was stated by Frau Andreas-

Salom4 to refer to B^e. This is a deliberate falsehood

;

she knew perfectly well that it referred to Wagner, and

was written a year before the breach with B4e. (My
brother would never have called B4e a star ! Some
people seem to have no sense ofperspective). The passage

from letters which she«quotes are almost entirely taken

frmn letters addressed to Dr. B4e and lent to her—^a

point on which Frau Andreas fails to enlighten her

L.H. . L
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readers. Moreover, she has no literaiy right to publish

these passages, and it is not known whether they are

authentic. As a matter of fact her whole book is not

one on Nietzsche, but is written in honour of Dr. R4e,

who, in almost comical fashion, is lauded at Nietzsche’s

expense. Perhaps it was written with the intention of

regaining Dr. R^e’s friendship (he had broken off rela-

tions with Frau Andreas for several years past). If so,

she certainly failed ; for Dr. Ree wrote to the Nietzsche-

Archive shortly before his death, saying that he had
ceased to have intercourse M'ith the lady for ten years

pastT Although, too, the volume was dedicated to him,

he criticised it tA,Rohde in most sarcastic terms.

My brother’s breach with Ree came, not during the

Leipzig period, but six months later ; before that

Nietzsche still felt friendly towards him, and also viewed
him with a kind of pity. Yet he already began to have his

suspicions, and prov^ this by refusing to allow Ree to

dedicate a book to him in March, 1883. He must also

have thought that there was some prospect of a duel, and
have heard something unpleasant through R<?e and
Fraulein Salom<5, for on 27th April, 1883, he writes

to Peter Gast :
“ Why should I trouble about

crooked judgments passed upon me ? That is what I

felt in that hour of enlightenment. I was far more
depressed at hearing of a number of unpleasant incidents

which came to my knowledge, without my being in any
way involved in them. What affected me most of all

though, was a secret affair of honour, from which I for a

long time saw no way out but death.” Another disagree-

able feature of his stay at Leipzig was the chilly treat-

ment he received from his old friends. He had wished
them to accept R^e and Fraulein Salome^ as his disciples,

but his friends could not look upon these two in

the same light as their sponsor did. Afterwards, when
I told Privy Councillor Heinze of Freiherr von Stein’s

visit, he said with a smile ; Ah, if Nietzsche had only
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introduced this Stein to us as his disciple, we should have

had a different and far juster conception of his new
morality !

”

Thus it was with feelings of deep shame and dis-

appointment that my brother left Leipzig in November,

1883, to return to Genoa by way ofBS,le. He looked with

suspicion on all who were near and dear to him, for he

now thought it quite likely that their inward feelings

were altogether at variance with their outward profes-

sions. He made one exception in favour of Overbeck ; and
in all fairness it must be admitted that Overbeck, although

entirely unaware of the inner details of the case, did all

he could—even if ho did not always hff upon the right

tack^to make that gloomy winter lighter for my brother

by means of cheerful encouragement and the suggestion

of various projects. Frau Overbeck, on the other hand,

without any definite knowdedge to go upon, used all the

hints she had caught, and tided to set my brother against

all of us who stood near to him, advising him to break

with us altogether. My brother trusted her, because he

thought that she knew more of what had passed than

he himself did. During his brief stay in Bale (August,

1882), she even inspired him with fresh distrust of

Bohde.

All these unhappy experiences made him realise how
lonely he was, and how little understood. There seemed
indeed to be no one w'ho had any notion of the burden of

duty that lay upon him, or, of the aims that he was pur-

suing. It is the melancholy fate of every genius to be
lonely, otherwise he would not be so far in advance of

other men
; we may remember the bitter complaints of

Goethe, Schopenhauer and Wagner—of Wagner even in

the last phase of life, when he was so much lionized.

Some men of genius, however, are made of sterner stuff,

and are more able to endure a life without congenial

friends. In this respect, Nietzsche had been spoilt from

early youth upwards ; he had always been surrounded by

. L 2
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oompanionB who loved him and took an interest in his

work ; to what an extent, may be gathered from their

really touching letters. Even so stiff and self-conscious

a person as Erwin Bohde showed him a love and devotion

in deed and word, such as no one would have expected.

Yet at the very time when my brother most urgently

needed the loyal devotion of sympathetic friends, the
comrades of his youth left him in the lurch.

** Good God, how lonely I am !
” he writes, and he

realises with horror that not only these new, so-called

frien^hips had been of the shortest duration, and
marked by complete misunderstanding, but that even
the old friends of«liis youth were more distant and alien

than ever, and that they had no inkling of his progress

and development since 1876. They all wanted to lure

him back to his old, abandoned position. At such times

it is inconceivably difficult for one who has such tender

sensibilities, such a yearning for sympathy, to keep him-
self from going astray, to advance without flinching on
the hard, lonely road. It would have been so easy for a
man of his many-sided intellect to lend words and a new
golden splendour to the ideas more familiar to his friends,

and to give them a worl^ that would have filled them
with delight. He saw the complaint in their eyes, he
read it between the lines of their letters :

“ Why do you
chant us a song that we cannot understand, one to which
our ears must needs be deaf ? We are so ready to love

and honour you ; only say and sing to us what we should

like to hear !
” Many a brave and noble spirit has

frdtered beneath such glances and blandishments—^not

through a mere desire for ephemeral fame, hut from an
anxiety to win the approval of the best-heloved. But
silent and unshaken, repressing the loving impulses of bis

heart, the lonely wanderer went forward on his steep,

stony path—up to the heights. .
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THUS SPAKE ZARATIIUSTRA: PART I

No one can realise with what feelings I read mj
Zarathustra. The book is far too strong for me, almost

every word makes me break down and weep. Every
line is written with blood

; everything in it is seal.”

Thus my brother wrote in 1886, but only he who is

thoroughly conversant with Nietzsche’s early years, his

relation to his ideals, teachers and friends, his whole

career and way of thought, can recognise this reality.

It would need a vast and detailed work to show clearly

the background of this incomparable poetry, this wonder-

ful idealisation of the scenes and experiences of his whole

life. That work has not yet been written, and will not

he easy to write.

I must renounce the task of describing the connection

between Zarathustra and his whole career, and must limit

myself to the period of con.position. Even this I do
with fear and trembling, for the book lives in such azure

solitudes, so remote from all actuality, that one hardly

dares to connect it with human, all too human things.

Yet the rarest flower springs from a dark and composite

soil, transforming these unlovely materials into fragrance

and colour. What delight and reverence we feel when
-we see that this work, although written in a period of

painful calamities, become after all the triumphant paean

of the fighter and conqueror

!

The figure of Zarathustra hovered before my brother

from his earliest youth ;
he wrote to me once that even

as a child he had seen it in a dream. At various times

he gave this dream-figure different names ; hut finally,”

he says in a later memorandum, “ I had to l)estow the
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honour on a Persian. The Persians first oonceived

history as a whole, and on a grand scale. A sequence of

developments, each predded over by a Prophet. Each

Prophet has his Hazar, his kingdom of a thousand

years.”

The first drafts and plans of the summer of 1881 do

not yet clearly reveal Zarathustra as the teacher and

central figure of the whole work. It was not until the

period of suffering that the figure of tlie royal philosopher

took shape as that of the peifect friend, who understood

him completely and could serve iis the mouthpiece of his

highest and holiest ideals. Holide, however, in a letter

of December, 1983, says with perfect justice that

Zarathustra was Nietzsche himself. Such, too, was the

idea of the poet

;

“ On my lips the cry of sweet desire

Died away

:

A wizard, ay, a friend in time of need,

A friend at nwinday came— nay, ask not who

—

And it was noon, and One w'as changed to Two.”

So came Zarathustra, *'the guest of guests,” as his

truest friend, at the very moment when he recognised so

many a friendship as Ulusory, and even thought he

would have to give up friendship altogether. The
author always regarded tins work as the greatest solace

of his life, as one for whose sake it was worth while to

live and to suffer.

While the figure of Zarathustra and a great part of

the main ideas of the work had appeared long before in

Nietzsche’s visions and writings, still we must consider

Sils-Maria in August, 1881, as the birthplace of Thus

Spake Zarathustra. As we saw in an eai'lier chapter, it

was the idea of “ eternal recurrence ” that first prompted

him to clothe his new ideas in poetic form.

It was during the month of August, 1881, that he

resolved to preach the doctrine of eternal recurrence in

hymnal and dithyrambic style through the lips of
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Zarathustra. Among his papers we found a sketch
written at that period, clearly showing the first plan of

Thus Spake Zarathustra.

“NOON AND ETERNITY.

“A Signpost Towards a New Life.

“ Zarathustra was born at Lake TJrmi, and in his thirtieth

year left his home, went into the Province of Uria, and com-
posed the Zend-Avesta during his ten years of solitude in the

mountains.
“ The sun of knowledge once more stands in mid-heaven

:

and the snake of eternity lies coiled in his light. It ib your
hour, ye noontide brothers !

” •

The following notes belong to this sketch :

“ Plan for a New Art of Living.

“ First Book

:

In the style of the first movement of

Beethoven’s Ninth Symphony. Chaos give Nahtra

:

‘ of

the dehumanisation of Nature.’ Prometheus is chained to the

Caucasus. Written with the cruelty of Kpdrosy^ of ^ Might.’

“ Si cond Book

:

Cursory, sceptical, Mephistophelian. * On
the Emlx)diment of Experiences.’ Knowledge=Error, which
becomes organic and organises.

“ Third Book

:

The most pr^ound and heaven-scaling thing

ever written : * On the Ultimate Happiness of the Solitary '

—

that is, of one who after ^ belonging to the community ’ has

become * his own master ’ in the highest degree : the perfect

ego. But this ego has Zore : at the earlier stage, where the

highest solitude and self-mastery were not yet reached, there

is something other than love.

“ Fourth Book : dithyrambic, comprehensive : the ‘ Ring of

Eternity ’
: in a short space of time thou must pass through

many individual stages. The method is unceasing strife.

“ Sils-Maria, 26th August, 1881.”

Whether, without the bitter experiences which
followed, this first ^lan of Thus Spake Zarathustra would

^KrcAoB (Might) is a character in the Prometiieua Bound of Aeschylus.—Te.
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have been carried out, and those exultant notes which
we know from the jottings above quoted would have
prevailed in it, is now an idle question. But perhaps in

this case we may say with Meister Eckhardt : The
speediest horse to carry you to perfection is suffering.”

Genoa, which he had revisited after his depai-ture

from Leipzig, did not please him so well this winter as

before ; so he went to the Italian Riviera, and here

wrote the first part of Zarathustra. He says ;

** I spent the winter (of 1882-8) in that charming, peaceful

bsy of Bapallo near Genoa, which drives a wedge between
Chiavari and the Porto promontory. My health was not at

its best ; the wiifter was cold and unusually rainy ; a little

inn, situated right on the sea-front, so that on stormy nights

sleep was impossible, proved in almost every respect the reverse

of desirable. In spite of this, and almost as a proof of my
maxim that *in spite of’ determines everything, it was in

this winter and under these unfavourable conditions that my
Zaratkustra was written. In the mornings I used to walk in

a southerly direction towards Zoagli, on the splendid mountain
road, past pines, and with a wide view of the sea. In the

afternoons, whenever my health permitted it, I went round
the whole bay of Santa Margherita and back to Portofino.

This district is still deare^ to me from the fact that the

Emperor Frederick III. was so fond of it : 1 happened to be

on this coast again in the autumn of 1886, when he visited

this happy little forgotten world for the last time. On these ^

two roads the whole of the first Zarathy^atra (above all

Zarathustra himself, as a type) occurred to me, or rather

overwhelmed me.”

In the profound solitude of that stay in Rapallo,

which was then quite cut off from the world, he had
once more found himself. In one letter he describes

in beautiful language how he had emerged perpen-

dicularly,” as it were, from all his gloom and depression.

Fine, bright days came to his aid, helping him to master

his agonies of spirit and to write the first part of

Zaratkustra in ten days, amid a perfect riot of joy. He
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may have made use of some preliminary notes, but the

work was conceived and composed between February 3rd

and ISth, 1883. It touched him deeply to hear, just as

he was writing the last words of the first part, that in

the same *‘holy hour” Bichard Wagner had suddenly

passed away in Venice.

He showed the deepest sympathy for Cosima’s

indescribable grief. He wrote her a few words of con-

dolence ; the first draft is still extant :

“ In former days you did not refuse to listen to my voice at

solemn moments : and now that, as the first report reaches me,
you have passed through the most solemn moment of ^1, I

cannot express my feelings in any other «s’ay than in voicing

them to you and to you alone.
**
It is not what you lose, but what you now possess, that is

present in my mind ; and there must be few who can so

sincerely say : ‘ So it was all my duty, that 1 did for this one

man—my dut}^ and nothing more—and it was also my sole

reward.’

*^You have lived for one aim, and to this aim you have
made every sacrifice ; and besides your love for this man you
grasped the highest that his love and his hope conceived ; the

element which does not die with a man, if indeed it is born in

him—that element you served, to that 3'ou and your name
belong for evermore.

Few desire such a thing ; and those few—how few have

the capacity for it so much as you

!

** Qo I look upon you to-day, as I have always looked upon
you—if at a great distance—as the wuman 1 revere above all

women in the world.*'

In spite of his deep emotion at the death of Wagner
and at the thought that he would never see again the

friend he had loved and honoured so much, the friend

whose place could never be supplied, the event

nevertheless caused him a certain relief. He writes

to Gast

:

“ It was hard to be for six years the opponent of the man
I had most revered, and I am not cross-grained enough to



164 THE LONELY NIETZSCHE

endure each a trial. After all, it was against Wagner in bis

dotage that 1 had to defend myself ; so far as the real Wagner
is concerned—as I have so often said to Malwida—I wish to

become to a great extent his heir. Last summer I realised

that he had robbed me of all those in Germany whom it is

worth while to influence, and was beginning to draw them into

the toils of his senile enmity."

On February 14th, 1883, my brother writes to the

publisher, E. Schmeitzner, of Chemnitz

:

“ To-day I have a piece of good news for you : I have taken

a decisive steii, and one, by the way, which will also be

Useful to you. I refer to a little work of barely a hundred
printed pages, entitled Thiia Spake Zarathustra : A Bookfor All
and None. It is a ‘ poem * or a fifth ‘ gospel ’ or something

for which no name yet exists, is by far the most serious and
nevertheless the most cheerful of my productions, and is

accessible to all. I think it will have an * immediate effect

;

(candidly speaking, I am ashamed to talk of ' immediate effect

"

but I do it for your sake, since, as is reasonable, your valua-

tions must be quite different from mine—excuse me for saying

so !). 1 think so because, as I conclude from various signs,

the practice of studying me in a slow and hostile fashion has

by now become fairly widespread. I hear by chance from

Vienna as well as from Berlin, that there is a good deal of

talk about me among * the intellectuals.’ 1 draw your atten-

tion to Herr Brandes, the social historian, who is now in

Berlin ; he is the most talented of living Danes. I hear that

be is making a thorough study of my philosophy. Our con-

ditions of publication are well-known to both of us, but this

time I must lay special stress on two external details, because

this book is to be the coping-stone of all my writings up to

the present. Please have the same type and get-up, but put

black lines round the text of each page ; and let the binding

be a strong Vellum.”

The MS., as has been said, was completed with amazing

rapidity. In his letters and memoranda he himself

describes his extraordinary metho^. He tells us how he

was literally overwhelmed by the exuberance of his

ideas. He could only take hasty pencil notes in his
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pocket-books, and on his return home he would copy
these out until far into the night. In his reminiscences

(autumn of 1888) he tells us in particular, with passionate

enthusiasm, of the strikingly happy mood in which
Zarathustra was created

:

*' Has anyone, at the end of the nineteenth century, a clear

notion of what the poets of strong ages called ‘ inspiration ’ ?

If one were in the least degree 'superstitioas, one could

hardly help regarding oneself as the mere incarnation,

mouth-piece and medium of supernatural powers. The word
‘ revelation,’ in the sense that something which strikes and
moves us profoundly becomes visible and audible with estra-

ordinary sureness and subtlety, best describes the condition.

We do not hear or seek ; we take, withotft asking who gives

;

an idea flashes upon us like lightning, inevitably, without

hesitation. I never had a choice. A joy, strained to a tre-

mendous pitch, which sometimes seeks relief in a flood of tears,

and in which our pace now quickens involuntarily, now
slackens

; a perfect ecstasy, with the most distinct conscious-

ness of an endless number of delicate shocks and thrills to

one’s very toes ; a feeling of happiness, in which the most

gloomy and painful feelings act, not as a contrast, but as some-

thing expected and inevitable, as an essential colouring within

such an overflow of light ; an instinct for rhythm that bridges

wide igulfs of form—length, the need of a comprehensive

rhythm is almost the measure for the force of an inspiration,

a sort of offset for its pressure and tension. . . . There is

absolutely no free will in the matter ; the tempestuous current

sweeps away all restraints and conditions, and gives one a

sense of godlike power. . . . The most remarkable thing is

the involuntary nature of the images and similes ; one loses

all conception of images and similes, everything presents

itself as the readiest, truest and simplest mode of expression.

To quote a saying of Zarathustra’s, it really seems as if things

came forward and offered themselves as similes (‘ here do all

things come caressingly to thy discourse and flatter thee ; for

they would fain ride on thy back. Every simile will carry thee to

every truth. Here the words and word-caskets of ^1 being

fly open unto thee t all being seeks here to become word, all

becoming seeks to learn speech from thee’). This is my
experience of inspiration. I have no doubt that we should
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have to go back many thoosands of years before we could

find anyone wbo would dare to say to me : * It is mine as

weU!"’

This joy, however, came much later, for the MS. was

hardly i^ished before he was seized with a violent attack

of influenza. Thinking to benefit by a change of air, he

returned to his old quarters in Genoa, but became still

worse. On March 7th, 1883, he writes to Gast :
" 111 t

That’s always the way, my dear fellow ! Scarcely had

I reached Genoa before it came on with a rush. Fever,

shivering, sweating at night, splitting headaches, a con-

sent tired feeling, loss of taste and appetite ; that’s a

sketch of my symptoms. I spend most of my time in bed,

but now and then I crawl about in the town. A Bfile

doctor is looking after me, and of course prescribes me
quinine

;
but my own mother-wit had already given me

that prescription. 1 am told the illness will last from

four to six weeks
;
they call it influenza. What a good

thing that I am alone !

”

Influenza was not his only trouble. Frau Overbeck

had inspired him with the ridiculous notion that we
were making war upon him, whereas we were only

attacking such disciples. as Fraulein Salomd. He had

not told us what would have been a great relief to us

—

that he had given up this disciple for ever. These

misunderstandings caused him more pain than we could

realise, for his references to them were but rare and

cursory. At last, however, these painful impressions

were almost obliterated by his joy at the completion of

his new book.

In the period immediately following the composition

of a work written in such a state of ecstasy, he had as

yet no idea as to its real nature and effect. Peter Gast

first made the acquaintance of Zarathustra in Venice,

when he read the proofs. His enthusiasm grew from

page to page, so that fiiually, in the fulness of his admira-

tion for his honoured teacher and friend, he wrote him a
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rapturous letter :
“ In what class should we place your

book 1 I almost think, in that of the sacred writings !

”

It is really touching to see the effect which this first

sign of being understood had upon the author. Nietzsche

writes (6th April, 1883)

:

“ In reading your last letter, dear friend, I felt a positive

thrill. If what you say is true, my life has after all not been

lived in vain, and least so at this very moment when I thought

it most futile

!

“ On the other hand, your letter gave me the impression

that I have not very long to live—so much the better ! You
cannot imagine, my dear friend, what a deluge of suffering life

has brought me, at all times, from my earliest childhood. But I

am a soldier, and in the end this soldier ha/become the father

of Zarathustra. In this paternity lay his hope ; I think you

now grasp the sense of the verses to St. Januarius :
‘ Thou

who with thy piercing spears of fire From its load of ice my
soul dost free. Till it rushes roaring to the sea. There to reach

the goal of its desire !
’ And also tbo sense of the inscription

:

‘ incipit trayoedia.'—Enough of this. I have, perhaps, never in

my life known a greater joy than your letter.”

This letter was crossed by a postcard from Gast, in

which he continued the record of his impressions in

reading the proofs

;

”
* Wonderful !

’ Buddha's disciples often say to the Master’s

words. * Wonderful !

' is my exclamation—and with better

right than theirs—when I listen to you as Zarathustra. To all

your previous thinking and creating this comes like the case

on a watch. Many may have been perplexed in looking at

the mere wheeb of the watch that you showed them before.

Now for the first time we see clearly that it b a marvellous

organism. ‘ Praise be to him who is blessed and holy and

fully illumined
!

' With this Buddhbtic address, Peter Gast,

though no Buddhbt, hails you in all the devotion of a

neophyte !

”

If the first letter had moved him, this postcard

rejoiced his very heaAi. He sent it to Malwida, as he

had sent the letW, and wrote in a merry mood

:
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‘‘Won't yon langh with me a little? I eneloee a postcard,

frmn the writer of the letter I sent yon. Bemember we are

near the end of the nineteenth eentnry I And the writer is an

apparently sensible person, a sceptic—just ask my sister I

“It is really delicious to think that I, who have challenged

all the religions, should be the author of a new ‘ sacred book ’

!

Seriously speaking, it is as serious a book as any, even if it

embodies laughter in its religion.

“ The remark in the middle of the postcard is good. In

sober fact, I have been so clever (and so foolish) as to write the

commentary before the text? But after all, who has read it

—

I mean, studied it for years ? One man only, so for as I know,

and he can now enjoy the text as well.

“ In Germany last year I found that poverty of judgment

had reached snch‘a sublime degree of idiocy as to confound me
with Bee. With BCe ! ! ! I fancy yon know what that means.”

[Franlein von Meysenbng, by the way, had then no idea what

it meant]

From this time forth he felt profoundly happy when-

ever he remembered that his Zarathustra was now in the

press, and this feeling was enhanced by various little

incidents. He writes, for instance :
“ To-day 1 learnt,

quite by chance, what ‘ Zarathustra ’ means ;
viz., ' Grold-

Star.’ I was delighted with the coincidence. One
might say that the whole conception of my book has its

root in this etymology.”

Besides the gi'ounds previously mentioned, he had
another definite reason for hitting upon the Persian

Zarathustra as his royal philosopher, and for choosing

just this sage as the exponent of his new teachings

;

“ There is a question that ought to have been raised, but

has never been asked me : what does the name of Zarathustra

signify in my month, in the mouth of the first immoralist?

—

for that gigantic, solitary thinker has left his mark on history

as the very reverse of an immoralist. Zarathustra was the

first who saw, amid the confiict of good and evil, the real

wheel in the machinery. The translation of morals into

metaphysics, as force, cause, end in itself, is hu work. But
this question would after all be its own answqr« Zarathustra
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created this momentons error which is called morality, and so

must have been the very first to recognise the error. Not that

he had a longer and wider experience in this respect than any
other thinker (all history is the experimental refutation of the

doctrine of the so-called ‘ cosmic order ’) but—what is more
important—Zarathustra is the most truthful of philosophers.

His teaching, and his teaching alone, has truthfulness for its

supreme virtue, that is to say, the opposite to the cowardice

of the ‘idealist,* who runs away in terror from reality.

Zarathustra has more courage in his body than all the other

thinkers put together. ‘To speak the truth and shoot

straight,’ that is the Persian conception of virtue. Do I make
myself clear? . . . The conquest of morality by itself, throu(;h

truthfulness, the conquest of the moralist by himself, through

his opposite—through me—that is whtt the name of

Zarathustra signifies in my mouth.”

The printing, by the way, was delayed through all

sorts of difficulties. The publisher, as well as the

Teubner Press, had promised faithfully to have the book

ready by the end of March, but by the 20th of March
Fritz had not received a single sheet. Hence he writes

indignautl}'^ to the publisher :
“ My dear Sir, I am at

daggers drawn with you or Teubner, or the whole con-

founded pi-inting trade. People ought not to make
promises if they cannot keep them. The printing ought

to be finished—I forwarded the MS. on Feb. 20th.

And so far I have not received a single sheet ! This

means simply robbing me of months ; I can’t set to work
until this pressure ’ is taken off my chest. This is all I

have to say.”

In the end it transpired that the printers, who were

somewhat timid, objected to various passages in the

book. On hearing of this, my brother wrote to the

publisher :
“ It is not in my power to alter the text of

ZareUhustra for the benefit of these nervous Leipzig

people, and I am glad to hear that in this matter you

' NietBBohe is punning on two Benses of Druck

:

(1) pioaauze
; (2) print-

ing.—

T

b.
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have given your support to my independent attitude.

(There is something worse than strong langiiage, namely

weak language).”

The main reason for the delay, however, seems to have

been that a batch of 500,000 hymn-books had to take

precedence of the first part of Zarathuatra I Later, the

volume remained for an unaccountably long time in the

publisher’s hands, before it was sent out. In May, my
brother writes chaffingly

:

‘‘ I hear nothing of Zarathustra. What can it mean ?

Is he stiU alive ? Or have the Teubner firm after all

done him to death because of his * strong language * ?
”

The unfortunate . anti-Semitic movement was this time

the cause of delay. My brother writes to Gast :
“ As

to Zarathustra, I hear that it is still awaiting despatch at

Leipzig. This is due to the ‘important negotiations’

and continual travelling of Herr Schmeitzner, of the

Anti-Semitic Alliance : ‘ publishing must wait a bit,* he

writes. It’s really too absurd, first comes the Christian

obstacle, the 500,000 hymn-books, now the anti-Semitic

obstacle. That is what the ‘ founder of a religion ’ has

to put up with.”

At last Zarathustra was given to the world, the first

copies arrived in Home at the end of May, 1883. My
brother writes :

“ I am leading quite a bustling life, and

spend a great deal of time in cheerful company When-
ever I am alone, I feel more agitated than I ever felt

before.’’
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Mt brother’s correspondence with his relatives had
ceased in the Mriuter of 1882-3; but as soon as I heard of

his influenza at the end of February, I wrote to say that
I would come to Italy and look after him, or at any ra^e

meet him at some place which suited his health. He
answei-ed (27th April, 1883) :

•

"... I am very glad to hear that you no longer want to

be at war with your brother. I have now reached a point

at which a sister of mine, if she is ‘ wise,’ ought not to be at

war with me.

It has been my gloomiest and unhealthiest winter, but for

ten days, which were just enough to allow of my doing some-

thing that makes up for all my days of sadness and ill-health.

My brief * return to the world ’ had brought me such a host

of unpleasant impressions that for a long time the burden

seemed more than I could bear. Well, I have surmounted

many obstacles in my life; but it often needed a volcanic

conquest, if I was to maintain my zest in life at all, and 1 had
to ignore my personal experiences as inessential to the general

verdict. This winter, I have once more been successful in this

respect; and in the long run I shall manage to set in order all

such relations with others ashave become somewhat entangled

—

beginning with you.

“My coming to Borne will mark this new departure.

Spring is late this year—our mountains by the coast still have

snow on their summits. So 1 still have a month’s time.

Please help me to get a good room, where I can rest properly

—

1 am often so tired. So far as quiet is concerned, too, I am
very hard to satisfy. The ' Eternal City ’

! I am not on the

best terms with her, and I don’t go to Borne for Borne’s sake.

But please don’t let our worthy Meysenbug know this !

“What is the meaning of thb abnormal increase in my
L.R. H
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wealth, of which Overbeck writes to me from B&le ? ' As to

the typewriter,* it’s a trifle damaged—^like everything handled

by men of weak character, whether it’s machinery or abstract

problems or Lou Salomes. But my doctor here, a B&le man,
who cured me of a malarial influenza, finds pleasure in taking

the machine in hand and * curing it.’ And he showed me
some verses he really did manage to type with it the other day.

Your idea of having a bust made of me is very kind, but
really—the more I am forgotten, the better for my son,

whose name is Zarathustra. This is a vital point for both of us.
** My health is fairly well restored, but in order to calm my

nerves I have required sleeping-draughts every night for four

**month8. I want to get out of this habit.
“ The proof-reading is over, so that I can travel. I propose

to reach Borne by noon on Friday.”

From the very first moment that we met in Home
(May 1883), all our misunderstandings were forgotten.

“ We only needed to see each other,” he said, laughingly.
“ Oh, Fritz !

” I cried, “ How could you imagine that I

was at war with you ? ” Yes, it was absufd !
” he

answered, in high glee. Yet at times he gave a glance

of horror at the Hde-Lou episode, as for instance in a

letter to Cast

:

How is it, my dear Gast, that 1 have not written to you
for so long ? That’s a question I’ve just been asking myself.

Well, I have been so uncertain and irresolute ; I didn’t want to

write while a breath of illness still lay upon me (this winter I

have written too many letters of the sort that an invalid

writes). Then I had various mishaps ; I couldn’t find a place

• in Italy where I wanted to spend the summer. Once I tried

the Volscian mountains, and once Aquila, in the AbruzzL It’s

a strange thing that every year, when spring comes on, I feel

a violent impulse to go still further south than I have been in

the winter. This year I wanted to go to Rome, last year to

* Under pretext of owing uunxey, 1 had forwarded a small sum
to him through Overbeck, so that he should not be hampered in moving by
a possible lai^ of funds. ,

* Dr. had conveyed to my brother a typewriter, my present to hte;
but unfortunately he was so careless with it on the way that it aiiived

absolutely unfit for use.
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Messina ; two years ago I was within an aoe of taking ship for

Tnnis, bat then the war broke out. I sappose the reason is

that I have softered so much from cold daring the winter

(three winters withoat a stove !), that when the warm weather

begins 1 feel a perfect craving for warmth. This year I also

felt a craving for human society—and that of a more * human ’

kind than last spring brought me. Now that I can take a

general view, I realise that my experiences last year and the

past winter have been of a most painful and cruel nature; and
I wonder how I escaped with my life—^1 wonder and still

shudder at the thought.

" In Borne I have been treated with great kindness ; and who*

ever has been good to me, is so now more than ever."
*

My brother lived at Piazza BarberiAi 56 ultimo piano.

It was the house of the landscape painter Muller, and
the quarters were very comfortable. We spent many
pleasant days, with visits to the museums and trips into

the country round Home, but all the same, as he writes

to (^t, a breath of illness still lay upon him. He had
given up taking chloral for sleeplessness, and this was a

cause of frequent depression
; but there was another

reason for his fits of melancholy. The friends to whom
he had sent the first part of Zarathustra criticised it in

a very odd and awkward fashion, while his publisher

somewhat tactlessly pointed out how few members of his

circle took an interest in his writings. No one reads

my booki^” he would exclaim, bitterly, *' no one takes an

interest in them, all my friends leave me in the lurch !
”

He resolved, in fact, to give up writing books altogether.

The heavy trunk full of books (christened “ club-foot ”),

which contained abundant material for fresh writings,

lay unpacked at the station, and was often cursed,

because it hampered his movements whenever he wanted
to change his residence.

In Eece Homo he gives a vivid picture of this period

:

** Then followed a* melancholy spring in Borne, where I

went back to life—and it was no easy matter. There is no
place on earth more unsuitable for the author of Zarathustra

;

If 2
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I had not ohosen it of my oam froe and it made me
utterly miserable. 1 tried to get away ; I wanted to go to

Aquila, the very antithesis of Borne, founded in a spirit of

enmity towards Borne—^jnst as I shall some day found a

city of this type, in memory of an atheist and anti-

churchman of the right stamp, a xnan closely akin to me : 1

mean Frederick n., the great Hohenstanfen Emperor. But
Fate was against me all the time, and I had to go back to

Borne. In the end I contented myself with the Fiasza

Barberini, after wearing myself out in efforts to find an anti-

Christian quarter. I am afraid that on one occasion, in order

to avoid bad smells as much as possible, I even enquired at

she Palazzo Qnirinale whether they had a quiet room for a

philosopher. On„a loggia, high above the above-mentioned

piazza, where one has a view over Borne and hears the fountain

playing fiir below, was composed that loneliest song that has

ever been heard, the Song to Night. About this time 1

was constantly haunted by a melody of ineffable sadness,

with a refrun which I put into the words *dead through

immortality.’
”

This account shows that, in spite of his aversion to

Borne, many of our Homan experiences are mirrored in

the second part of Zarathustra. In that book Nietzsche

transfigured a lively series of things seen and done, and

brought them into connection with momentous ideas.

When I read it I see clearly before me the countless

churches, "those odorous caverns with their artificial

light,” the penance-stairs of St. John Lateran, the

Cathedral of St. Peter, which my brother could not love

" until the clear blue sky should once more peep through

its broken ceilings, and gi-ass and red poppies should

grow over its crumbled walls ” ; and the sleeping youth

with one arm round his head, and the dancing maidens

on a hidden lawn of the Villa Borghese. Afterwards,

however, he confused this scene with a description of a

group of dancing maidens at Ischia given us (if I

remember rightly) by Lenbach, and embodied by the

latter in his book.

We often met Lenbach, and still more often Lewin
^ S-
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Schlicking and his charming daughter. My brother was
also delighted to make the acquaintance of Dr. von
Fleischl, physician to the Austrian Embassy, who was
an excellent pianist, and, together with the eminent
violinist Masi, gave us a glorious musical evening at

his house in Borne. All the carpets were removed from
the stone floor, which greatly enhanced the effect of the

music.

One of my choicest recollections is an incomparable
morning that we spent at the Basilica of Constantine.

The substance of the following words—though the form
was less perfect than in Zarathustra—was then uttered

by Nietzsche :
•

*• Look, my friends, I pray you ! Here, where the tarantula

has its den, stand the ruins of an ancient temple—look upon
it, I pray yon, with shining eyes

!

** Verily, he who on this spot once reared his thoughts in

stone, knew as much of the secret of all life as the wisest of

men

!

“ That even in beauty there is strife and inequality, ay, and
war for power and mastery ; this he teaches us here in the

clearest of parables.
“ How like unto gods do vault and arch wrestle here in

combat ; how they strive against one another with light and
shade, they, the godlike wrestlers

!

“ So let us be resolute and beautiful even as enemies, my
friends ! Like gods we will strive against one another !

"

The scene with the priests is an echo of an actual

experience on the Aventine Hill (I was my brother’s sole

disciple !). A party of white-robed priests came out of

Santa Sabina and passed close by us on the narrow path,

so that we could discern their features. How little they
resembled ideal priests in appearance ! Such faces enable

one to understand Zarathustra’s words :
*' Nothing is

more vindictive than their humility.”

By June the heat in Borne was growing oppresmve, and
we made various plans for spending the summer in some
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other part of Italy. On one of these he writes to Cast

:

.

** I have a plan for the summer—a well-famished oastle

ih a forest, formerly inhabited by Benedictines ; here I
should invite a large party of friends.’* Yet this and
other Italian projects came to nothing, for we feared the

excessive heat. In one case we were lucky. We had
almost resolved to go to Ischia, of which Malwida gave
us a glowing description. Had we gone, we should have
been there at the time of the terrible earthquake

• which half destroyed that charming island. As it

w^, Nietzsche decided after all upon solitude in the
Engadine.
On the return 'journey from Rome he was in an un-

usually cheerful mood. I think he was glad to have
escaped from the sultry Roman air. All through the

journey ho made up the funniest doggerel verses, as he
loved to do when in high spirits. Five years later he
writes to Peter Gast, in sending him an example of this

remarkable poetry : On the return Journey with my
sister to Como in the spring of 1883, we did nothing but

make up verses on the way. At every stopping-place

we tipped the guard to let us have the carriage to our-

selves, because we were laughing all the time.” This is

a slight exaggeration ; we only tipped the guard once,

after an Englishman had left the carriage with every

sign of indignation, because he thought that he was the

object of our laughter. This merry journey through the

Maremma supplied the source of several passages in

Zarathwtra, How well I still remember the bufialo,

which I, unpoetic creature that I was, supposed to be

admiring the 'fine view ! My brother, however, embodied
the incident as follows in his chapter '' Of Poets ”

:

*^They learnt from the sea, too, the lesson of its vanity:

is not the sea the peacock of peacocks ?

Even before the ugliest of all bufbloes it spreads out its

tails; never does it grow weary of its lace-fan of silver and
silk.
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** Haughtily does the bnfCalo gaze upon it, akin in his soul

to the sand, still more closely akin to the brashwood, but

most closely akin to the marsh.
** WuA cares he for beauty and sea and peacock orqament?

This parable I utter unto the poets.

“ Verily, their mind itself is the peacock of peacocks, and a

sea of Tanity.

"The mind of the poet seeks onlookers—^though the on-

lookers be only bufEaloes !

*’

Even “The Exalted One” recalls an amusing scene

on the journey ; we saw the original picture at a little

station. At the place where the train stopped there was

an embankment with large trees. A learned monk was

standing there, his arm resting on a wall ; he was
apparently engrossed in a big folio. Something in his

bearing gave one the impression that in the picturesque

shade he was posing as a type of lofty erudition. We
in the train were all looking at him as at a character

in a play, while he, with his studied air of exaltation,

entirely ignored our existence. Suddenly a bull came

rushing along. The “exalted one” dropped the folio,

tucked up his skirts and ran as fast as his legs would

carry him out of the shade and along the road. We
were all delighted; the bull made as if to charge

the train, but bolted off at the sound of our merry

Isfighter.

On this journey he once more spoke of a continuation

of Zarathatra. We also for the first time planned to

found an archive for my brother’s books and manuscripts.

We looked for a place between the Biviera and Sils-

Maria for these headquarters, where my brother thought

qmnding the following spring and autumn. At the

time we called it an ‘ archive ’ o:dy in jest ; I was to be

the keeper, and was to undertake all dealings with

publishers, etc. We separated at Milan, as my brother

wished to try Comt> and other places, while I was to

inqiest Lugano for the purpose.
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, Afl soon as I reached Naumbuig, I received a* letter

contaloing Hie following passage

:

“ tt was a good thing that we were together in Borne ; and
’ although I belong to the silent order of men, yon most have

heard and guessed enough to know how matters stan^ with

me. That which a man calls his goal (and of which he really

thinks night and day) clothes his whole nature in a veritable

ass's skin, so that he can be almost struck dead—^be gets over

it and goes on his course, like the old ass, with his old

' Te-a-a !
’ That’s how it is with me at present.

“ 1 have hired a room here for three months. I should

indeed be a fool if I allowed the ItaJian air to rob me of my
courage. Now and then the thought crops up: what is to

happen next ? I nm entirely in the dark about my ' future ’

;

but as I have still a good deal to finish, I ought to think of

this finishing work as my future, and leave the rest to you and

the gods.” (This refers to the above-mentioned plans for an

archive.)

I felt that my brother was preparing me for*a new
MS., and he did actually write a few days later

;

“ Now, dear sister, I have an urgent request to make ! Ifou

are to explain to Schmeitzner (orally or in writing, as yon

think best) that he must have the second part of ZarathruWa

printed immediately, as soon as he receives the MS. I want •

no more such heart-burnings as 1 have had before—I have

often thought they might cause me sudden death. I leave ik

to him to decide when he will publish this second part (it'is

exactly as long as the first part) ; but I must get the printing

over—this is a matter of prime importance for my health.'- •

Last spring the wretched dilatoriness of the printers made me
ill for four weeks longer than I ought to have been. In retfop

1 wUl promise Schmeitzner that he will have nothing of min^

. to print next year. My present intention is to work ^
material for lectures, taking the ‘ text ’ for my lecturee frmn

ZaraOmbra itself.

** From all this yon will guess khat the second text in qnettim

really does exist. You cannot easily form an exaggerated idea

of the violence of such creations, ^eie, however, lies Hieir’

danger. For Heaven’s sake manage to arrange thH with #
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Sehneitmer; I am in,too irritable a mood to. do it myself.

How deUghtfal it is that I can write to yon like this }

”

Some days later (July 10th) :

“ My'dear Lama,—^My Zarathmtra volume is so far advanced

that I shall send off the MS., ready for the press, at the end

of this week.
“ IVords htil to express my joy at being able to say thia

The &ct that I have written this second part justifies the

whole year, especially the journey to the Engadine. The
trip to Borne, too, acquires a new significance. I had a

thorough rest in Borne, and even the noise and distractions of

the quarter where I lived had their useful side—so had tne

' club-foot’ ” [the heavy trunk full of boqjks] “ on the railway,

and the frequent indigestion, and the bad nights. Everything

prevented me from working and meditating ; and I can scarcely

say how hard it is for me to be taken out of myself. From
this negative good that Borne did me I might pass to the

poriUve good—^but I must spare my eyes, for I have other

thinga to write.

“ At all costs the printing must start at once, or 1 shall

break with Schmeitzner (I have every reason for doing so).

So long as he fancies that his agitation is more important

than the diffusion of my books and ideas, it is the severest

possible trial for my pride to have anything to do with him.

Labt winter 1 so arranged everything that the first part of

Zarathustra should be in my readers’ hands by Easter, and 1

needed the greatest efforts to secure this end. Half a year

lost for the infiuence of my ideas is a very serious matter,

. especially when the probable length of my life is considered.”

Somewhat later he writes : Sils-Maria. Schmeitzner

wired to me on Tuesday afternoon, whence I conclude

that it was after all your second letter w'hich broiight

him to reason. It is of incalculable importance to me to

^ this printing over ; I am like one who has no time

left. Once more, then, my heartiest thanks for this

service of yours. . . . Until I have finished the third

and last part of Zarathustra my life will still be incom-

plete. This is entirely between ourselves !

”
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Tim gratitude, together with the fact tiiat a publisher
had to be talked over into printing ZanUkiutra and did

BO against his will, is to-day both pathetic and amusing.

I mention this to console young men of genius who are

misunderstood.

To Gast he writes (July 13th, 1888): “So it is a

universal truth that ‘ the second verse is harder than the

first.’ Well, I have done the second verse, and now that

it is finished I shudder at the difficulties I have sur-

mounted without heeding. After my last letter I felt

better and more coiuageous, and all of a sudden I con-

ceived the second part of Zarathustra—and after the

conception came the birth—all in a perfect rush !

“In the summer, having returned to the holy spot

where the first lightning of the Zarathustra idea flashed

upon me, I found the second Zarathustra. Ten days

sufficed : in no case—either in the first or in the third

and last—have I needed more.”



CHAPTER XIV

MOBE DABK DATS

Ik July, 1883, an unlucky chance revived the unfortu-

nate B^-Salom4 trouble, which, I had hoped, was buried

in oblivion for ever. Hardly had I returned to Naumburg
when I received a letter from Fraulein Salome’s iBlatives,

telling me plainly that they had been given an entirely

false impression of the whole oouiBe qf events. As my
brother and I thought the affair was closed, I did not

answer this letter. At the same time, however, they had
addressed themselves to Fraulein von Meysenbug with
bitter reproaches for having brought Lou and Dr. R^
together, thereby causing Lou to be involved in a most
awkward situation. (As Georg Brandes writes, R^
lived with Fraulein Salom4 in Berlin, but, he adds
expressly, “according to R^e’s account, as brother and
sister.**) Fraulein Salome’s family now requested that

Fraulein von Meysenbug should use her influence to

make Lou return to her people in Russia. Malwida, who
had already taken herself severely to task for having
brought R(^e and Lou together, now turned to me and
pleaded earnestly for my help. Unfortunately, she had
forgotten that I had not accompanied my brother to Sils-

Maria, but had gone straight back to Naumburg. She
therefore sent the letter to Sils-Maria, writing on the
envelope : “ Please answer immediately.” Although the
letter was addressed to me, my brother, assuming that
it announced her intention ofcoming to Sils-Maria

, opened
it and read it, and thus learnt of some very unpleasant
features in the R4e-SaIom4 affair. It really was an
unlucky accident, es^lecially as the letter said that all

these matters were to be kept a secret frommy brother.
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Thus, for the first time, my brother saw lUe’s odious
conduct in its true light. He had indeed distrusted

during their whole association in the autumn and winter,

but thought he was doing him an injustice. Now, how*
ever, from Er§,ulein von Meysenbug’s evidently accurate

statement, it looked as if h^ used my brother’s

philosophy and acknowledged moral probity in order to

give his association with Fraulein Salomd an altogether

different appearance
; but at the same time had

Nietzsche’s philosophy a target for his ridicule. I was
furious at the idea that all my silence had been useless, and

"That the whole miserable business was being re-opened.

Not only had my . silence been useless, but my brother re-

proached me (in kindly fashion, it is true) for having held

my tongue in order to spare him. “ Why,” he said, “ had
I known that, I could on no account have had anything

more to do with K^e ; he was the primary source for the

portrait Friiulein Salom4 drew of me !
” I myself found

it difficult to believe then that B^ could have been so

treacherous and deceitful ; but the scanty little volume
of his literary remains contains letters in which he speaks

so meanly and spitefully of Nietzsche (then in his last

illness) that one can well credit him with other misdeeds.

Yet I must emphasise the fact that he was a man of weak
character, and so completely under the thumb of Fraulein

Salom^ that perhaps, in order to spare her unpleasantness,

he took many disagreeable duties upon his own shoulders.

Later he is said to have implied as much to Bohde, com-
plaining bitterly that through this he had lost Nietzsdie.

My brother sent me Malwida’s letter with two marginal

notes: “I think you ought to help Malwida ” and “ Please

give me information about the points underlined.” I

could not back out of the wretched affair, for my brother

comfdained that in this matter all his friends had left him
in the lurch. I urged him, however, not to put in his

oar, but to leave the business to mb, Malwida and Frau
B4e. For Malwida’s sake, too, I was anxious to settle
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things in accordance with her wishes. The poor woman
had had a similar experience in the unfortunate Gersdorff

affair. Now, in the spring of 1883, everyone again loaded

poor Malwida with reproaches, in a manner which my
brother and I considered most unjust. So far did things

go that Malwida was even threatened with legal pro-

ceedings. Naturally she was in a terrible state, and

turned to me for help, because I had come to her assist-

ance in Borne in the spring.

I wrote accordingly to Dr. R^’s mother, trying to

persuade her to use her influence towards securing Lou’s

return to her people in Russia. Before despatching the

letter I sent a copy to my brother for^his approval. He
answered

:

The letter to Frau Bee is, from a literary point of view,

your best effort : Heaven grant that you will never again have

awh an occasion for distinguishing yourself as a writer!

What is more, I can vouch for the fact that the mode of thought

and conduct ascribed to me in your letter tallies with the

truth, and is not a mere rhetorical flourish. My pity gained

the better of my pride, and the wish to help was stronger

than the wish to beneflt myself—(in The Joiifid Wisdom one

may read: * Wherein lie thy greatest dangers?—In com-

passion

“ In this affair I have also treated B4e far too well. I have

not sent him about ten letters, or rather written a fresh letter

in the place of each one that I destroyed—I was always afraid

that he might commit suicide. And as a matter of fact 1

expect he only laughed at his crazy friend !

”

Unfortunately, in spite of my urgent request that my
brother should leave the whole quarrel to us three women
—Malwida, Frau Rde and myself—^he had not been able

to avoid interfering personally. I was very sorry that

he did, but I think my brother would have considered it

cowardly to remain in the background. Afterwards, too,

he dedaxed thatmy letter to Paul Bde’s mother had been
after all too conciliatory. He now wrote a very strongly-

worded letter to Georg R4e, Paul R^e’s brother, the draft
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for which is still extant I can only hope that the actual

letter was somewhat more moderate in tone.

•* Oar brief aoqaaintance in Leipzig jostifieB me in writing

to yoa to-day what I would rather not write to yoar brother

Paul himseU : namdy, that any farther intereoarse with him
is beneath my dignity. 1 had done all I eoold to ezcaae bis

behavioor towaids me, saspidoos though it had become, and

to pat it in the most favoarable light Now at last, almost a

year too late, 1 have received reports of actions so vile that

they raise an insuperable barrier between yoar brother and

myself. It is almost by an accident that I learn of these

matters wotp ; both last year and daring my stay in Borne this

year I had always requested that the disagreeable incidents of

the previous sumbier should not be mentioned in my presence.

Now, however, I learn that for all the odious slanders uttered

against me and my sister by Fraulein 8. your brother is

entirely to blame ; in fact, that this young lady was merely the

mouthpiece of his ideas. Up to the present everyone who has

had intimate relations with me has regarded it as an honour

and a distinction ; I hold the same view myself—^but of that I

will here say no more. Your brother, to my face, showed

every sign of looking upon our friendship in this light ; but,

as 1 now know, behind my back he has acted towards me as

a sneaking, backbiting . . . cur. So it is he who calls me a

man of low character, and a vulgar egotist, seeking to exploit

everyone for his own ends ? So it is he who declares that

under the mask of ideal aims 1 have been harbouring the most
dishonourable intentions towards Fraulein 8.? So it is he

who has the impudence to speak contemptuously of my
intellect, saying that I am a lunatic who does not know what

he wants. Well, I understand now why, in a letter to me last

winter, he said (without going into any details) that he had a
feeling of |piilt towards me. I don’t care for these . . . foxes.

I had been suspicious about him fora long time, but 1 thought

it was my duty to spur him on and keep him intelleetually

occupied. I remarked to him once last year :
‘ We have never

quarrelled but never agreed either.’ A striking confirmation

of this is the shameless way in which he deceived me about

Fraulein S. : he spoke of her as onewho was too good for this

world, a martyr to knowledge from early childhood upwards,

entirely unselfish—as one who had sacrificed haj^inees and
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eomfort for the sake of troth. Boeh a haman being as he de-

aeribed oomes into the world onee in a blue moon, and 1 would go

to the ends of the earth to make his acquaintance. Well, 1 got

to know the young lady, and made every effort to find some
vestige of truth in the above portrait. It was impossible (her

own mother had warned me against her) ! I was, in foot, a

mere dupe. But whenever I sternly told your brother what

I thought of her character, do you imagine that he ever had a

word of excuse for her ? All be said was :
‘ You are perfectly

right about Lou, but that makes no difference whatever to my
relations with her.’ In a letter he once called her his ‘ destiny.’

What bad taste ! . . .

”

After this letter—^the actual wording of which, if

somewhat milder, must have been bad enough—Greorg

threatened him with an action for defamation, and

Dr. Paul B4e wrote my brother a letter couched in an

elaborately malicious style. This letter of file’s, as my
brother observed, added ftiel to the fire, and made the

breach an irreparable one. Nietzsche answered :

[The passage in the letter to Georg £^e, “Now at

last, almost a year too late,” to “ who does not know
what he wants,” is repeated, mutatis mutandis, almost in

the same woixls. Nietzsche continues

—

“ Now indeed I have a clearer idea of the whole transaction

—

a transaction which would have severed my friendship with

any man, no matter how much I honoured him, no matter

how near he stood to me. No one has ever been able to

understand how I could range myself with such people, whose
intrigues have no doubt everywhere made their position

towards me suspicious. Well, I thought I was speaking for

a friend, when for years I took your part and sheltered you
against distrust ; and I had ample occasion for doing so, seeing

that yon are not one of those who inspire confidence. For
the last seven years perhaps nothing has stood in my light

more than this very fact, that 1 took you under my Vring. If

this example be anything to go by, I have not yet advanced
very tar in the art of judging men, and I can imagine how
much yon have done already to express your scorn of me in

this respect. I congratulate you—but I would rather be
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moekedatbysuchmenas joathanandentandthem! Beally,

I ean no longer see why yon went about with me and what

yon wanted of me. Bichard Wagner once warned me against

you, and said :
* That fellow has something bad up his sleeve

—

he’ll do you an ill turn some day.’

“ I should very much like to give yon a lesson in practical

morality with the help of a few bullets. Perhaps, if I am
lucky, I shall manage to make you give up occupying yourself

with morality once and for all—for this occupation needs

clean hands, Herr Dr. B4e, not mnck<raking fingers like

yours

!

“ Now that you have written this letter, there is no longer

any doubt as to your character. Fraulein 8. deserves our

thanks for having been the first to lift the veil from this Isis-

picture. And for'* years I thought you were honest, and on

that very point stood up for you against the whole world

!

My judgment of men is in a very bad way—that’s certain

;

and you have every reason to laugh at me.”

In the meantime Frau Overbeck had put her finger in

the pie. My brother had already noticed in Home that

her various accusations against me were false, and that I

had no idea how strenuously she tried to create bad

blood between us. When I expressed an intention of

stopping at Bfile and visiting the Overbecks on my way
back to Germany, my brother wrote to the Overbecks

asking them, in veiled language, to treat me in friendly

fashion. Frau Overbeck, having gathered from an earlier

letter that he no longer believed her statements, was

very angry, and wrote what my brother afterwards

called “ a downright stupid letter,” not only about me,

but also about Fraulein Salom^. 1 must point out that

throughout the whole affair the Overbecks not only did

not take Frllulein Salome’s part, but even censured her

in the severest terms. As, however, they did not know

the details, their verdict on the whole case was altogether

wide of the mark. Above all, Frau Overbeck tried to

use the affair as a handle for damaging me in my
brother’s eyes. He wrote to me

:
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Them lut few days I have felt rather annoyed with Fran
Overbeek, who—^no donbt ‘with the best intentions/ bat with

a dumsinesB and indiscretion beyond belief—wrote me a little

lecturing letter about ‘ weakness/ ‘ folly/ ‘ albtoo-human/ and
BO forth ; assuring me that ' she could not yet convince herself

that she might be mistaken in me/ and informing me that ‘ it

is only through weaknesses and mistakes that we can reach

our highest virtues/ Nothing ismore stupid than complaining

;

we thereby lower ourselves in our friends' estimation and
ourselves in our own.

" I have noted her attitude carefully, but answered her very

politely, of course.” . . .

He goes on to summarise a passage from his answer

to Frau Overbeck, which runs as follows :

” Pray don’t trouble about the folm position between my
sister and me (the fact is, my position towards everyone has

always so far been false). She is jast as offended as I am, or

more so, and with every right. If she succeeds in getting L.

sent back to Bussia, she will do more good than I can do with

all my asceticism. Last year she was too anxious to spare

my feelings, and thus it is only three weeks that I learnt the

more serious aspects of the matter, which she concealed from

me at Tautenburg. In Borne I did not want to hear anything

about the business. She sent me a copy of a letter of hers to

Frau Bee (a masterpiece of woman’s wit, by the way), and

this shed a new and painful light on things. Dr. B4e suddenly

steps into the foreground : it is terrible to have to readjust

one’s view of a man one has loved and trusted for many
years.”

Although I did not thenknowFrauOverbeck’scharacter
so well as I do now, I had some inkling that she might

take exception to this letter and therefore make things

un^easont for him or for me. Accordingly I wrote to ask

him if he had answered in a sufBciently amiable tone.

He replied

:

“ Of course ! I wrote in a very polite and moderate fashion,

as I told you before. I can’t stand her chatter about Lou.

Bto was quite ri^^t when he said that no one was less fitted

than Frau Overbeck to ’ enlighten ’ me as to Lou’s character.

L.N. N
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Now Bhe is doing all she can to lay ihe blamo on others,

especially on yon. To her distorted vision, everything looks

smaller, as through the wrong end of a telescope ; whether

a thing he good or evil, she always takes a petty and sour

view. Her warnings, apart from their tactlessness, were

simply ridicnlons ; it’s like telling old Laocoon that he really

ought to overcome his snakes. I suppose it is woman’s way
always to scent a love-affair—that’s why she ramhles about

Lon’s ’influence.’ After all this, your letter came as a

welcome relieL i'oM understand that the entanglement with

Bto is far more distressing than that with Lou.” [Here

follows the above passage about “ readjusting one’s view.”]

" That is why I suffer the torments of hell night and day; and

know not where to look for comfort.
“ And yet, after all, I think it would have been better if yon

had let me know earlier. At Tautenburg you were too

anxious to spare my feelings. Certainty would have been

preferable to the distrust that tortured me during my long

stay in Leipzig. I thought I was doing an injustice.

You don’t believe in his guilt even to-day, and you lay the

whole blame on Loo. But whenever I talked with him alone

in Leipzig, he looked like one who has a bad conscience. A
great deal is now clear to me—odious things which shall be

hidden from all the world, which I would gladly hide from

myself. If only it were possible! Bee has deceived me
shamefully in every respect, but above all with regard to Lon.

And now—you can fancymy disgust at having to wade through

such mud ! I, who can live only in an atmosphere of absolute

cleanness and purity ! My suffering is beyond words—it’ll

kill me I My whole existence is poisoned

!

“But I have an aim which compels me to go on living, and

for the sake of which I must put up with the most painful

trials. Were it not for this, 1 should find an easier way out

—

in other words, I should long ago have ceased to live. Anyone

who saw my condition this winter at close quarters, and

understood, would have a right to say, ’ Find the easier way
out ! Die !

’ Yet things went just as hardly with me in that

terrible period 1879-80. Even my years at Genoa—^those

years of convalescence—were a long series of self-conquests,

such as would not have been to everyone’s taste. So, my dear

uster, this time, too, the tyrant in me, the inexorable tyrant,

will make me triumph and lead me to victory. My philosophy
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is such that it even demands an unqualified victory—demands,
' in other words, that I transmute the lead of experience into

purest gold. No one understands this, least of all my friends,

e.y., the Overbecks.

“Forgive me, dear sister, for always harping on this old

story : but who else is there to whom I can complain ? From
my recent letters yon saw how it hurts me to complain to

others ; if I do, they pour a flood of exhortation on me and

use me to gratify their sense of power. Pray don’t take my
complaints as reproaches ! Ton could not have acted otherwise

than yon did. Yon wanted to avert a duel, though it will

probably come to a duel after all. One single reproach is

justifiable: you ought not to have dragged Mother into the

affair. She and we are too different. ... In spite of all, I

have been quite industrious, and have wrested a remarkable

amount of work from this cold, sunless summer.”

In the meantime he had begun to get uneasy about a

pathetic letter from Fraulein von Meysenbug, who no

doubt implied that after recent events her young friends

bad lost confidence in her. He answered as frankly and
cordially as ever, giving her to understand that he bore

her no ill-will in the matter. He omitted, however, to

mention the letter of hers that he had read by mistake,

so that she assumed I had told him of its contents. He
writes to her as follows (August, 1883) :

“ My dear, honoured friend (I hope it is not indiscreet of me
to call you that ?), I can assure yon that I have unbounded
confidence in you : of that I need say no more.

“ I have been through a trying summer, and the ordeal is not

yet over. ... It is indeed unlucky that this fellowB^, a back-

biter to the core, ever crossed my path. And how compas-
sionate I was with him, how patient !

‘ He’s a poor creature,

he must be pushed on ’—^how often I said that to myself at

the very moment when I felt disgusted at his paltry and
insincere way of living and thinking! I shall never forget

how angry I was in 1876 when I heard that he was coming
with yon to Borrentc^ I was just as angry again two years

later at Sils-Maria—nay, I was iU when 1 learnt from my
sister that he wanted to come to this place. One should trust

N 2
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one's mstinets better, even the instinets of opposition. Bat
the Sehopenhaaerian <tpity' has always worked the areh~

nusehiefin my life—and accordingly I haye every reason to

look with favoar on those moral systems which recognise a few

other impalses to morality and do not try to redooe all our

human virtues to * sympathies.' Such a view not only betrays

a softness which would have moved any high>minded Hellene

to laughter, but involves a serious practical danger. Our ideal

of humanity must be followed eonautenUy ; with this ideal we
must coerce and subjugate our fellow-men as well as ourselves,

and thus have a creative influence. This cannot be done

unless we keep our feelings of pity well under control, and
treat as enemies all who go contrary to our ideal f(as for

instance, such scum as L. and R.).—This is how I preach

morality to myself, yon see ; but to attain this * wisdom ' almost

cost me my life.

“ I ought to have spent the summer with you and in the

noble company of friends that surrounds yon : but now it is

too late

!

** Yours in all gratitude and devotion,

“NIETZSCHE.”

His relations with Frflulein Lou Salom^ were closed for

ever by a letter to the young lady’s mother in August,

1883. He tells Frau Salom^, as he had told Georg Rde

(p. 174), of his disappointment with Lou and his vain

attempts to see her as she had been described to him, and

concludes :
“ Both my sister and I have every reason to

put a black mark in the calendar against the day when
we met your daughter. ,T^at we both had the best

intentions towards her is beyond all doubt.”

In order to divert my brother’s thoughts into other

channels, I spoke to him of an old plan, which he himself

had often mooted, of once more delivering lectures at a

University. The subjectrl suggested was Greek culture,

but what I really meant was his new philosophy, as he

himself had alrmdy mentioned in a leti^ : “ Lectures on

the Text of Zarathustra” I still regret that this idea

was never realised. At the time, unfortunately, we only

thought of lectures in connection with a Univenily.
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Nietzsche had his eye on lieipzig in particular, but a

faithful friend told him stib rosa that with his well-known

and much-dreaded views such a thing was entirely out

of the question. Yet there was no need at all for the

lectures to be given in connection with a University.

Siu«ly there would have been other ways of finding

yoimg pupils and disciples ;
and had the plan come to

anything, the whole course of my brother’s life would

have been changed. Much as he would have liked to

give the lectures, he was deeply hurt at being ostracized

by his former confreres, although he quite imderstood their

motives. Moreover he had a secret suspicion that the

slanders of Bee and Fraulein Salom^ had done him
harm—a groundless suspicion, by the way, for no one

attached any importance to their chatter. Accordingly

ho sometimes became really indignant, as we see from a

letter to Gast (26th August, 1883) :
“ I envy Epicurus

his scholars in his garden. Yes, in that garden even

noble Greece could be, and ignoble Germany might be,

forgotten ! Hence my rage, since I have realised what
paltry means (disparagement of my reputation, my
character and my intentions) suffice to rob me of con-

fidence and therefore to remove all possibility of founding

a school. You can well believe that I have not written

a single line for the sake of mere fame ; but I thought my
writings might serve as a good bait. For ultimately my
impulse to teach is a strong one. And 1 even need fame
for the purpose of acquiring scholars—especially as my
recent experience makes a University position impossible.”

Later on he transformed even these painful incidents

into means of advancing his life-work, as may be observed
from a touching entry at the time of his breach with Il4e

:

“ Every defamation, every misunderstanding has made
me freer

:

1 want less and less from humanity, and can
give it more and more. The severance of every individual

tie is hard to bear, bdt in each case a wing grows in its

place.”
,
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Still more light on his love of destiny is thrown by a
letter addressed to me (August, 1888) :

“ To-daj, as for three days past, the weather is perfectly

clear, and it is with cheerful assurance that I review all that

I have hitherto attained or failed to attain, and all that I still

expect to do. Tou don’t know how things stand, and therefore

I don’t blame you for wanting to see me on firmer ground and
in a more sheltered position. Your letter to , and still

more your casual remark that after all I was best off when at

Bale, gave me food for reflection. My view, on the other

hand, is that the whole meaning of the terrible physical

sufferings I underwent is this, that they alone ridded me of a

fidse (i.e., far too low) conception of my life-task. And as I

am a modest man by nature, I need the most powerful stimuli

to recall me to myself. Even the teachers of my youth are

probably, in relation to the task I have before me, nothing but

weak and transient forces. I have seen the ideals of all these

Wagners and Schopenhauers more clearly than they did

themselves, and consequently I am now able to dispense with

them altogether. In fact, I have outdistanced these con-

temporaries of mine in every sense, and I should be a very

poor judge of my own capacities if 1 now measured myself by

their standard. Why, every word of my Zarathmtra is a

triumphant mockery, and more than mockery, of the ideals of

our age ; and behind almost every word there is a personal

experience, a self-mastery of the first order. It is essential

that I should be mimnderstood

;

nay, more, I must manage to

be hadly understood and to be de»pi»ed—and that first of

all by those nearest to me. This fact I realised last

summer and autumn, and it gaveme the glorious consciousness

that I was now fairly on my track. This feeling, too, may be

traced everywhere in Zarathiutra. The bad winter and my
poor state of health hare weakened the feeling and made me
lose courage; and again the incidents of a few weeks ago

threatened me with the greatest danger—that of leaving my
path. As soon as I have occasion to say “ I cannot stand

solitude any longer,” I feel terribly humiliated in my own
eyes, as if I had become an apostate from the highest principles

of my being.
^

“What do these B4es and Lons matter? How can 1 be

their enemy t Granting they have* done me harm—wdl|
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they have also done me no serviee, jnst beoanse they are

such very different types from myself; in this fact I find

ample compensation, nay, it gives them a claim to my
gratitude. They both seem to be originals, and not formed on

any pattern ; that is why 1 put up with them, although they

were so little to my liking. So far as * friendship ’ is concerned

I have, in fact, altogether managed to forego a good deal

(Schmeitzner declares that I have no friends at all, and have

been left entirely stranded for ten years). In the deeper sense

I have no comrades—no one knows when I need comfort, en-

couragement or a grip of the hand. Thip was particularly the

case last year, after my stay at Tautenburg and Leipzig.

And if 1 complain, the whole world thinks it has a right to

wreak its petty sense of power upon me as a sufferer ; they call

it consolation, pity, good advice, and so torth.
“ But this has always been the fate of such men as I. My

individual trouble is my uncertain health, which helps to lower

my own sense of power and to nmke me distrust myself ; and

as under this European sky I am ill and depressed for two-

thirds of the year, it will need extraordinary luck if I am to stand

it any longer. By luck I here mean only the endurance of

such misfortunes as those of last year—in other words, that

no stone comes in to clog the machinery. Little stones might

prove my undoing, for the machinery is now highly com-

plicated, and I feel the weight of responsibility for the most

important problems of knowledge. In a word, to draw a

practical conclusion from all these generalities, I implore you

never to remind me, in speaking or in writing, of the things

that tried to destroy my self-confidence, nay, almost the

results of my life-work. Ascribe it to my health that they

exert and have exerted such an influence upon me. Make me
forget and turn me into new and quite different channels, so

that I learn to laugh at the loss of such * friends.’ And
remember that for a man like me the present must never be

considered, and that every compromise for the sake of ‘ good

name ’ is unworthy of me.”

I cannot deny that at the time 1 was very anxious

(and in this Rohde backed me up) that my brother

should return to the University and even hold a real

University post. Such a position is a coat of mail which
protects the genius^ with his delicate organism, and keeps
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the insolent and importunate at baj. Once the ]dan

was declared impossible, however, there could be no

further discussion. Certainly thei*e were many argu-

ments against the proposal. First and foremost, it was
doubtful whether his eyesight could have stood the strain

of double work, and his literary career might have

suffered. Another objection was his fear that the pupils

he would find at the University would be too yoting, too

unformed in mind and character to bear the burden he

would impose. Once when 1 had spoken of pupils, he

wrote to me :
“ Stein is too young for me, I should only

spoil him. I nearly spoilt Cast—I have to make no end

of allowances for h\m.” It would have broken his heart

to think that anyone had come to grief through his

views. He alone knew how far removed we, his nearest

and dearest, were from really understanding him ; the

knowledge pained him, it even prevented him from

thinking out his new, hard problems to the full.

Nothing was left for him but solitude—the solitude

which he often bitterly regretted, but which was none

the less indispensable to him as soon as he started

working and creating. In the end, solitude after all

became his best friend, the companion of his loftiest

moments of inspiration. He writes to me later: “I
also feel more coiurage about the future. Strange to say,

for your stupid brother, with the vast burden he has

taken upon himself, courage always means a readiness to

face solitude and seclusion, and a rejection of all the

compromises that his frequent illness might suggest. If

of late years I have now and then sighed for ‘ pupils,’ it

was always under the influence of morbid dejection. On
my good days I always know that it is far better to do

my main work quietly by myself, and that I must regard

*my intercourse with other men simply as an occasional

.teeilicine, above all as a restorative. When 1 feel strong

know, too, why I cannot do without complete inde-

Mldence and solitude.”
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Towards the end of the summer. Overbeck met my
brother at Bchulz-Tarasp, and tried to justify his wife’s

* indiscreet letter ’ by laying the whole blame for the

B^Lou affair on me. I^or a few days my brother was

under the influence of Overbeck or of his wife, and after

Overbeck’s departure wrote him a letter full of adverse

comments on my conduct. This mood, however, soon

vanished, as is clear from his letters addressed to me at

the time. A year later he writes that Overbeck had

given him an entirely false account of the wretched

business.” He adds, “if I remember rightly, for my
memory is utterly at sea regarding the chronology of the

affair.” This defective memory for facts also made it

easy for the Overbecks to talk him over to their mistaken

point of view.

Ultimately, however, his stay at Sils-Maria was
concluded in a cheerful spirit, as is seen from his last

letter thence (September 2nd, 1888)

:

“ My dear Lama,—I read your letter on the way, and simply

burst out laughing. The first relieving laugh since Milan. 1

had also put these events and those of the whole summer into

the verses we are so fond of. So the whole affair fades away
to nothing, and all my tragic attitudes now seem a trifle

ridiculous. My eyes are not sealed, and I can see the tangle

of these last few months quite clearly. First 1 complained

about my friends, who had all left me in the lurch ; then the

plucky Lama wrote that excellent letter (a masterpiece of

woman’s wit) and sent me the copy. About the same time

came Malwida’s revelations. I heard so much bad news—

I

plunged wildly into the fray—and spoilt my poor Lama’s plan
of campaign. As I now see, you were very anxious that I

should not take part in the battle. . . .

“ It would have been far more sensible if we had spent the

whole summer together, with or without Malwida. When the

Lama shows her merry face, all the ghosts of the night and
other evil spirits that seek to part us take to flight.

“But now, my dear sister, there’s no more hesitation.

Next Wednesday I leave this place, and want to spend a short
time with you at Nauaburg, if this is convenient to you.
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have some (hiogB to do in Germany. Above all I need eheer-

folnesB, fresh fruit and whatever else does the soal good. I

need not remind yon what sort of remarks 1 don’t like onr

dear mother to make to me ? Please ask her to spare me in

this respect.

“ I have long since given np all idea of lectnring on Greek

coltore at Leipsig, and am glad to be so soon released from a

new indecision. Heinze wrote to me, with admirable frankness,

that my visit to Leipzig would be a failure in any case, and

that the University could not venture to recommend me to the

Ministry, in view of the opinions now associated with my
name.”

Dr. Paul R^e abandoned all thought of a duel, and

even of an action for defamation : all my anxiety had been

needless ! I breathed again, and Fritz was quite cheerful.

The first week of his stay at Naumburg was really a

very happy one, full of delightful w'alks and talks.

Afterw'ards clouds gathered on the horizon, and this time

our dear mother was to blame. A year previously Dr.

Bernhard Forster, afterwards my husband, spent a long

time in Leipzig with his mother, who was a friend of our

mother. Forster was then in a very melancholy frame

of mind, since he had had to give up his jiost at Berlin

on account of his anti-Semitism, and the anti-Semitic

movement lost him many Jewish friends. I was also in

a glum mood at the time, on account of the misunder-

standings with my brother. Through fi'equent meetings

and common interests, our warm friendship ripened into

a real heart affection. In Februaiy, 1883, Forster went

on his first voyage of research to Paraguay, and a lively

correspondence w'as kept up. My mother was afraid

that when he came back I might form the Quixotic

resolution of returning with him to Paraguay. She

entreated Fritz to join her in combating this "folly,”

and Fritz readily agreed, as he was no less alarmed at

the notion than my mother. It was curious that I, who
had formerly been reproached fbr rejecting offers of

ij^arriage, was now accused of want of consideration for
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my neai-est and dearest ;
although there was no real

for my presence at Naumburg, since my mother

was herself very energetic and had an excellent servant.

In addition to this, Forster’s ideas—anti-Semitism and

plans for colonisation—were strenuously attacked by my
mother and brother. I, of course, waimly advocated

these ideas, even anti-Semitism, which I have always

disliked. These differences of opinion did much to mar
the autumn of 1883. Fritz took the matter far more

seriously than was necessary. In fact, a change had

come over him since the B^e-Lou affair
;
he no longer

trusted in the sincerity of those around him, and con-

stantly put a false construction on wkat they said and
did. He thought he had lost prestige, and no longer

found it easy to endure any contradiction or difference of

opinion. Moreover—and of this I knew nothing at the

time—an intriguing young lady, who wanted to marry

Fibster herself, thought to achieve this end by secretly

setting Nietzsche against Forster. Nietzsche was too

discreet to betray either Frau Overbeck or this young
lady, whom he had got to know by chance. Thus there

was much between us that remained unspoken and mis-

understood. When he left for Genoa he told me that the

parting this time was particularly difficult for him,

because ho still had much to say to me. On the journey

to Switzerland he happened to meet the Overbecks, and
they at once bothered him again with the silly old story.

He wrote :
“ An hour after meeting the Overbecks I was

ill.” The fog of misunderstanding grew denser and
denser.

It is difficult to realise what so sensitive a man as my
brother must have suffered from the repeated strokes of

fete described in this chapter. Schopenhauer justly

observes : “ We are unhappy in proportion to our degree
of intelligence.” Few, therefore, can conceive how hard
he had to struggle inbrder not to succumb to these bitter

experiences. *



CHAPTER XV
Tirrs SPAi:£ ZARATHUSTILA: part 111

The stay in Genoa (autumn 1883) was not so beneficial

as before, and he writes to us (end of November) :

“ To-morrow I’m off—I’m going to try something new, in

other words Nice ; for this time Genoa hasn't done me any
good. Besides, since my last visit I have become too well-

known here, and cOuld no longer live as I pleased. Genoa has

been for me an excellent school of the simple, ascetic life ; I

know now that I can live like a labourer and a monk. That’s

how I have spent all my time here, without any sense of pri-

vation, and in this way I regained my health.

Genoa to-day, as if to bid me farewell, is entrancingly

beautiful in its autumn splendour: a proper city for the

followers of Columbus. That is how I have always known
Genoa ! Now, you can believe me, I myself have discovered a

new country !
”

Even Nice at first did not seem suitable for a long

sojourn, but in the end he writes :

** Little improvement, but this much is decided—that I shall

stay over the winter at Nice. At first, the noisy, fashionable

town was not at all to my liking, but after all 1 found things

that suited me—quiet streets and Italian quarters, better food

than in Genoa, and on the whole, for a modest prince like

myself, the old Genoese prices. It’s a big town, and you can
live in whatever style you please. What is most important,

it is no town for invalids—it’s far too cool and windy ; while

it has as much sunshine and as many clear days as those

health resorts in which I don’t care to be permanently lodged.

'^Nice has this advantage over Genoa: in the six winter

months at Nice there are as many clear days as in the whole

year at Genoa. The invigorating, nay electrifying influence

of all this sunshine on my whole ^stem is more than you can

realise. The continual painful pressure on my brain, whidi
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troubled me lately at NaOmburg, has gone ; and I eat twice as

much, without any bad results for my digestion.

“ Even here, cloudy days make me ilL

*'My room is very cold, but good for spring weather.

Luckily, my winters at Genoa have accustomed me to icy

cold rooms.

“Light, light, light—that’s what I have secured for myself

at last.”

In spite of one attack of influenza, he felt the benefit

of the Nice climate, especially after he had found a quiet,

comfortable room. From the notes of a stranger we
learn much of his daily life and ideas at the time. In

the winter of 1883-84, Dr. Paneth, a distinguished young
Viennese scholar, was engaged in physical and geological

studies at Villafranca. He was an admirer of Nietzsche’s

works, and so, apparently, was his betrothed, who lived

in Vienna. In letters written to her, he describes how
he made Nietzsche’s acquaintance, and gives an account

of his conversations with my brother. Through the

courtesy of Dr. Paneth’s widow—he unhappily died

young—I am able to furnish extracts from these letters.

My brother spoke most highly of Dr. Paneth, and the

latter’s unbiass^ judgment seems to me of great value,

since it dates from the period before Nietzsche was famous.

Dr. Paneth gives a most graphic description of Nietzsche’s

appearance and manner and of their conversations.

One point, however, he has slightly exaggerated, namely,

Nietzsche’s straitened circumstances. My brother had a

pension of j£l50 a year from B&le, together with about

j£50 a year as interest on his private capital. Thus he
had over j£200 a year at his disposal, without having to

rely on any income from his writings. He did not

altogether like accepting the B&le pension in view of

Overbeck’s hints that it was paid grudgingly, and some-
times thought of trying to dispense with it altogether.

Had he done so, be would have been poor indeed.

Moreover, the publisher raised difficulties, and Nietzsche
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already had a presentiment that he would have to get

his books printed at his own expense, a prospect which
caused him anxiety as to whether his means woiild

suffice for the purpose. In order to be prepared for any
contingency, he put by at least £25 of his income every

year, and lived very economically. Naturally enough
Dr. Paneth, who could not know all the circumstances,

looked upon this as poverty. But the poverty was
voluntary. Fortunately, Nietzsche was spared the

necessity of WTiting for a living—that he could never

have stood. As to the B5,le pension, he had after all

ruined his eyesight in the service of the University

;

and, when in BAlc- in 1883-4, 1 found that the authorities

were quite prepared to go on paying the pension indefi-

nitely, even though their obligation lasted only for a

certain period.

Dr. Paneth writes

:

" Yillefranche, near Nice, 15/zii/1883. Yesterday, on enter-

ing the laboratory, I found on my table a card, bearing the

name of ‘Professor Dr. Nietzsche,* and his Nice address

written in pencil. You will remember from my last letter

that he is ' haunting ’ the neighbourhood, and that I have been

making enquiries about him, at the post-office and elsewhere.

They seem to have told him of this at the post-office. It is

very kind of him to be the first to call, and I shall of course

return the call to-morrow or the day after. You can imagine

that I am already most anxious to make his acquaintance.

After all, as he has come to me and left his address, he doesn’t

seem to be so very unapproachable.

“ 17/xiL I went over to Nice in the afternoon. . . . I called

at Nietzsche’s lodgings twice, and waited, but in vain: so

there was nothing else for me to do but leave my card and ask

him to fix a place and time for meeting. His little room is

bare and cheerless. It has evidently been selected for cheap-

ness rather than comfort. No carpet, not even a stove ; it

doesn’t look at all cosy, and I found it fearfully cold. He’s ill,

too, his housekeeper tells me. All this made me feel very sad.

To think that so great and good a should be so badly off i

“ 26/zii. So-at last the appointment has been made, and I
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have met Nietzsche. He now has a veiy pretty, co^ room,

and his illness is quite different from what I expected—chiefly

indigestion and headaches through overwork. Bad enough,

but it might be very much worse ! He was extremely affable,

without showing any false pathos or posing as a ‘ prophet ’ (as

I feared, from his recent works, that he might). No, he’s

quite simple and unaffected. We began by exchanging

commonplaces on the weather, etc. Soon, however, he was
telling me, without a trace of self-consciousness or affectation,

that he always felt as one who has a mission to fulfil, and that

he wished henceforth to give the world all he could of himself,

as far as his eyes would allow. (Fancy, iihe man’s half-blind,

and can never do anything after dark !) The conversation

turned upon Galton ; then he told me a lot about himself

—

that he had given up his professorship, (hat he was extremely

musical and could compose, but dared not do so on account of

his nerves. He gave me his photograph. Yon would be just

as surprised at his appearance as I was. There’s no dreami-

ness or pose about him ; he has an uncommonly high forehead,

smooth brown hair, wan, sunken eyes—as is natural in one

half blind—bushy eyebrows, a rather full face, clean-shaven,

apart from a heavy moustache. He told me that later on he
would hold public lectures in various cities. We talked a good

deal about Sicily and Italy, and then about his methods of

work. We agreed that the unconscious life of a man was for

richer and more important than his conscious life. In a word,

a great many questions were touched upon, and we often found

ourselves in harmony on the main points, without any express

statement of the fact. Then we went together to the station.

Of course, you can’t expect me to give you to-day a proper

verdict upon the man ; I must first co-ordinate the various

impressions 1 received.

“8/i/1884. Nietzsche came to fetch me for a walk, and
told me of trouble he had had with his lodgings. He remarked

what an insufferable place Nice was, because there were only

two sorts of people to be found there
:
predatory natives and

wealthy visitors—the exploiters and the exploited.

" Next we came to talk of Schopenhauer. It was a pity, said

Nietzsche, that Schopenhauer had had no development, and
had stood still after the age of twenty-six : this was due to the

fallacy that a genius is bom and not made. In the moral

sphere Schopenhauef was so immature that one had to feel



192 THE LONELY NIETZSCHE

ashamed of having followed him a while. He waa entirely

lacking in the historical sense. There were disciples of

Behopenhaner who went beyond their master; true, they were

unhappy. One of them bad asked Nietssobe to go with him to

the isles of Greece and lead a shepherd's life there. * I snj^ose,'

said N.,
‘ the man felt chilly, and looked on me as a stove to

warm himself by.*

" After this, we spoke of poets. N. said he believed he had
a great gift for poetry ; he had repressed his poetic powers so

long, that now he only needed to open the floodgates. This

seemed to him confirmed by the fact that he now set himself

such a high standard, although that was always the way with

men who lived alone. Faust was not in any way the drama
of knowledge ; Faust’s temperament was not that of one who
strives to know, but that of one who in science only seeks

formulas with which he can lead his students by the nose.

It was carious that Faust was still looked upon as the tragedy

of the thirst for knowledge.
“ At times we looked at houses and discussed the local

scenery, etc. It was his intention, he said, to write the third

part of ZaraOiustra this winter, if all went welL The actual

writing was soon done : he had written the first part in ten

days, the second in fourteen. But he had no wish to work so

fast again—it might prove fatal. After that he wanted to go

back to his old style of book—Zarathustra was only the gate*

way to a connected philosophical work. He spoke of Zara-

thustra as a ‘ poem.’ He felt the burden of his future message

heavy upon him. His books had always turned out different

from the original plan; one could set the priestess on the

tripod, he said, but the rest must be left entirely in her

hands.
“ Meanwhile we had reached home again, and dined together.

After dinner he spoke of Bichard Wagner, with whom he had

long been intimate, more intimate than anyone else whom he

had renounced—‘it was a rupture of the kind that can break

a man, the severest ordeal I have ever endured.’ In Parstfal

Wagner had written a sorry parody of Siegfried

;

the oomposer

had gone to the Last Sapper and tasted of its ‘ ecstasieB.’ He
had previously tried to convert Wagner from this Christian*

Teutonic state of mind to a free, universally human, Greek,

dithyrambie attitude. They had hdd to separate, and this

caused Wagner much pain. His relltion with Wagner might
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be ennimed ap in tiie w^rde of the melody Wegner played at

their first meeting :
' Ah, he who awakes me has wounded me

sore !
’ Wagner was not a man of such great talent. The

most striking thing about him—^tbe quality that had really

shaped his aehieTements—^was a powerful will to dominate,

to be an absolute master of men. Should not Schopenhauer's

theoiy of genius be modified—could not a powerful will effect,

in the span of one human life, what would otherwise be the

work of generations ? Wagner had been unusually distrustful,

even of himself ; his distrust, his eagerness to lose no possible .

hearer, led him to use any means that lay to hand. He had
valued good conductors very highly, but had no interest in

young composers. Yet there was a tremendous advance from

such bad, flashy operas as liUmi (written at the age of twenty-

six, when most musicians are already at their best, whereas

Wagner had not yet embarked on his voyage, let alone

discovered his country) to the Ring of the Kibeliuigs, and he

had raised the standard in every direction for composers,

singers and stage-machinists. To Italians his operas would

always be alien—for them it was ‘ learned music,’ to which

they gave recognition only out of politeness.
•• I asked him what had caused his eye trouble. He said he

had always sufi'ered from short-sightedness, and as Professor

at the University had done far more work than was good for

him. He had spent a year and a half on an index to a philo-

logical periodical without any material result—people did not

even know that it was by him ; he had only done this because

he had promised Bitschl, his teacher, to find someone who
would do the work, and could not find anyone but himself.

*'In our modern over-hurry and over-production, in the

debasement of the language and so forth, lie saw the signs of

an imminent flood of barbarism. The Greeks, he thought,

might be our teachers to a far greater degree than they are at

present. Everyone shuddered at Plato, but what a figure was

Plato Ity the side of Kant—Kant, with his leanings towards

mysticism and bis concessions to religion and government

!

No one had seen more clearly than Plato that there are bom
master-spirits and others that exist for no purpose but to

obey, and that things can only go well if the ruling power be

Msodated with higher wisdom.^ The talk about universal

* Nistnohe is undoubtedl/ thinking of the famous passage in Plato’s

RtptMk, fik. V : “ Until phOosophers are kings, or the kings and princes
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human equality was sheer daptcap. We separated with a

promise to meet again .... Nietzsche’s whole manner of

speaking was simple and charming. The impression he gives

is one of seriousness and dignity, yet of entire simplicity and
freedom from constraint ; he has a keen sense of humour and
a winning smile.”

These notes show that my brother’s health was again

quite good, and during the beautiful weather that

followed he regained his full creative powers : “In the

ensuing winter, under the halcyon sky of Nice, which

then irradiated my life for the first time, I wrote the

third part of Zarathustra, and thus completed the work.

Barely a year’s labour, all told. Many hidden peaks

and comers of Nice are to me a hallowed memory of

unforgettable moments. The decisive chapter entitled

‘ Of the Old and the New Tables ’ was conceived on a

most laborious climb from the Station to the wonderful

Moorish eyrie of Eza. My muscles were always most

limber when my creative power was at its height. . The

body is inspired : let us leave * soul ’ out of the reckoning.

I might often have been seen dancing ;
without a suspicion

of weariness I was able to walk for seven or eight hours

in the mountains. I slept well, I laughed a great deal—

my patience and energy were perfect.”

In this strong and triumphant mood he found the

courage to propound his hardest theory, that of the

Eternal Recurrence. It is now that he sings the Song

of Seven Seals and ever and anon breaks out into the

fubilant cry :
“ For I love thee, O Eternity !

” I think

that with this ecstatic song he reached the highest jay

that was ever vouchsafed him.

The printing of the third part was also inordinately

of this world have the spirit and power of philosophy, and polUkal presIfieM

and wudom mad in one, and those commoner natures who pursoe either to

the ezdnsion of the rest are compelled to stand aside, cities will never have

rest from their evils—no, nor the human race, as 1 believe—and then only

will this our [ideal] State have a possibility of^life and bdiold the light of

day.’* (Jowett’s Translation.)—Tn. i
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delayed, but at last on Februaiy 22nd, 1884, he was

able to write to Rohde

:

“My Zorathnutra in its three Acts is finished. You have

the first part, and 1 hope to send yon the other two in a few

weeks' time. It is a sort of abyss of the future, an awe-inspiring

thing, especially in its happiness. All that it contains is my
own, with no model, parallel or precursor ; he who has once

lived in this book comes back into the world a different being.

" But of this one ought not to speak. To you, however, as

a homo Utteratus, I will make one confession : I fancy that with

this ZaraQiustra I have brought the G-erman language to

perfection. After Luther and Goethe, a third step had to be

taken ; look into it, old comrade, and see whether there has

ever been such a combination of strength, flexibility and
harmony. Bead Goethe after any page of my book, and you
will see that that undulating quality which characterised

Gk)ethe as a draughtsman is not foreign to the word-artist

either. As an advance upon Goethe, my prose has a severer,

manlier line; without falling into clumsiness, like Luther’s.

My style is a dance ; it plays with every form of symmetry,

and mocks at or vaults over those symmetries. This even

applies to the choice of vowels.—^Apologies ! I should never

dream of making this confession to anyone else ; but you

—

and only you, I think—once said that you enjoyed my style.

" I am a j>oet in every sense of the word, even if I have often

tyrannically forced myself to oppose all poetizing.”

My brother did not then wish to have anything

written about him, especially about Zarathustra. Dr.

Paneth mentions this point (7th May, 1884)

:

“Yesterday I was at Nice, and found Nietzsche at home, in

excellent health and spirits. I asked if he would mind my
seizing the opportunity of the appearance of Zarathuetra,

Part III., to write something about him, merely to draw
people’s attention to him. He said he did not mind, but he
was far from showing any enthusiasm at the idea, so that I

don’t know whether I ought to do what I proposed. He
had never formed such connexions, he remarked ; he lived

quite isolated, and * had a small and quiet, bat select, circle of

readers.’ He is fulW convinced about his mission and his

permanent importance ; in this belief he is strong and great,

o 2
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it devates him above all misfortane, above bie pbyeioal

Bofieringg, above poverty. One cannot bat be impress^ bj
hie otter contempt for all the external aide to encceM, bie

entire freedom from any desire to fbrm a coterie or to

advertise himseli"

In May, 1884, Nietzsche writes in the same sense, to

Dr. Paneth :
“ Remember that my work can bide its

time—and I have no wish to see my problems confounded

with those that the promt generation has to solve.

Fifty years hence, perhaps, a few men (or one man—it

would need a genius
!)

will be able to see what I have

done. For the moment, the laws of ‘ perspective ’ make
it not only difficult, but impossible, to write about me,

without falling immeasurably short of the truth. ” And
to me he writes in June, 1884, regarding the third

part of Zaraihustra

:

Who knows how many generations

must pass before the coming of men who can fully realise

what 1 have done ! And I shudder to think how many
mistakes will be made about me even then. But that is

the drawback which every great teacher of humanity has

to face ; he knows that under unfavourable circumstances

he is just as likely to be a curse as a blessing to man-

kind. Well, I will do all I can to prevent the grosser

misinterpretations ;
and now that I have built the

entrance-hall to my philosophy, I must set to work again

and not rest until the main building is finished. Those

who only understand the language of ambition may say

that I have grasped at the highest crown that the world

can offer. Let them !—So the scaffolding for my main

building must be erected this summer ; in other words,

1 wish in the next few months to outline the scheme for

my philosophyand the plan for the next six years. May
my health hold out long enough 1

”

As in former cases, the second and third parts of

ZaraOuutra did not call forth from his friends (except

Cast) any letters that gave him i pleasure or showed

understanding. Rohde destroyed ^his letter of thanks,
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with a frank sense of its inadequate. Even Gast
declares that he had no dear picture of the revolutionary

aims of Zarathustra until the last writings of 1886-88

helped him to understand them. Perhaps my brother

felt that he was indeed expecting too much from his

friends. With a characteristic mingling of irony and
sadness he wrote at a later date :

" The book has the

defect of being too rich, too warm, too passionate; it

keeps you awake at night. From all sides the problems

assail you ; it contains words that would lacerate the

heart of a god, experiences that we can only undergo
six thousand feet above human tribulations. Every
word must have hurt and wounded *the I'eader at one

time and delighted him at another ; if he has not under-

stood the book in this way, he has failed to understand

it altogether.”



CHAPTER XVI

THX 8UPBBJCAH

Dubino the publication of the first three ports of

Zarathustra the author soon recognised that his new ideas

were subject to much misconception, especially those of
the eternal recurrence and the superman. Several

sketches were made about this time for a great work
centring around these two ideas, e.g.

,

L The Etebnai. Becubbbhcb.

A PBOPHBCT.

Part I.

:

The Hardest Idea.

Part II.

;

Beyond Good and Evil.

Part IIlT: Man and Superman.

It is greatly to be regretted that he did not carry out

this plan, especially Part III. , which would have made it

clear what my brother then (and perhaps always) meant
by the word “ superman. ”

It is interesting, in the first place, to find out when
and in what connexion my brother first used the term.

Strange to say, we have to go back so far as the year

1868 , when my^brother—then a schoolboy of seventeen

—

read a paper on Byron’s poetry to his little literaiy

society. In this paper he describes Byron’s heroes as

supermen, just as he described Shakespeare’s heroes

twenty years later.

\ Por the long' period between these two dates it has

been assumed tl^t Nietssche was so strongly influenced

by Darwinian ideas that he conceived the superman as a
“ super-type ” that might be developed in the same way
as the higher organisms, acoordii^ to Darwin, were
developed from the lower. My o^m conviction is that
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this is entirely wrong, for my brother’s personal con-

versation shows that he thought of the superman only as

an ideal being : The contrast to the superman is the

hist man

:

I created them both at the same time” (1888).

The passages at the beginning of Zarathustra^ which have
been so often misunderstood, must be read as ** parables

of the greatest and the smallest man. ”

** I teach you the superman. Man is something that must
be surpassed. What have ye done to surpass him ? Hitherto,

all beings have created something greater than themselves

;

and would ye be the ebb of this great tide, and rather revert

to the brutes than surpass man?
“ What is the ape for man ? A laughing-stock or a source of

painful shame. And that is what man must be for superman

:

a laughing stock or a source of painful shame.
“ Te have made the journey from worm to man, and ye

still have much of the worm in you. Once ye were apes, and
man is still more of an ape than is any ape.’*

This passage was regarded as purely Darwinistic,

whereas in point of fact the author only uses the simile

in order to connect his teaching with ideas that were
then generally accepted. Nothing in his private memo-
randa confirms the view that he was a Darwinian in

the sense of wishing to represent the superman as a

new species produced by evolution and heredity. On
the contrary : it is clear that he considers the evolution

of ever higher forms of life as an unproved hypothesis,

but perhaps as one that could only appear untenable

through an iteration in our values. He writes in his

private memoranda (1883)

:

“History is a progressive evolution of purposes, so «that

higher purposes are always growing out of the lower. Wf
must explain why higher forms of life must always be evolving ;

the teleologists and the Darwinians ^ are agreed that this does

^ The oontrast between teleology and Darwinism is well brought out in

W. C. D. Whetham’s Scutf^ and ifte Human Mind: ** If accepted in its

fullest sense, natural selection is the negation of all teleology. There is no
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oeeor. Bat the whole thing ie a hypotheeis, baaed (m

valnationB—and indeed recent valoationa. The oj^ioaite

theory, that of the descent of man, ie equally capable of proof.

Man, and jast the wisest man, as Nature’s greatest blander

and as a self-contradiction (the most unhappy of created

things) : up to this point Nature sinks.”

From Dawn of Day to The Will to Power, all that

Nietzsche writes about Darwinism betrays a mmilar

scepticism regarding Darwin’s fundamental theories.

It seems to me that Nietzsche, in contrasting worm
and ape with man, was simply expressing by a simile

how far removed the supeionan must be from tbe petty

men of to-day. should not forget where this

picture is shown us ; amid the rabble at the mart, the

petty men whose sensuality arouses disgust. It was

here that the author had to show us this wonderful

vision of the highest human type; for this pitiable

spectacle of the joy at the last man could otherwise

scarcely be endured, and the root idea of the whole work,

the secret of eternal recurrence as the highest yea-saying

to life, can only be understood from the happiness of the

superman. “We have created the hanlest idea, now let

us create the being to whom that idea is easy and

acceptable.
’’

The position is somewhat different when we come to

the question of the influence exercised on my brother by

the great scientific movement, centring round the theory

of evolution, which marked the last half of the nineteenth

century. The extent to which this movement occupied

men’s thoughts forty years ago can now scarcely be

realised. My brother, even in his undergraduate days,

bi^t especially ' in the early years of his professorship,

took^ very lively interest in the controversy. The
battle was mainly caused fay Biitimeyer’s criticism of

end in yiew : merelj a constant Hapliasard change both of individnals and
of enyironniieats and sometimes a chance agiee4eat between them, whioh,

lor a brief mement, maj give some appearance of finality/*—Ta.
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Haeckel’s Natural Bittory of Creation (1869), a criti-

cism which gave rise to varioos doubts. My brother

thought highly of BUtimeyer, who was one of his

colleagues, and he agreed in the main with Biitimeyer’s

views, especially those on the theory of natural selection.

Btitimeyer differed from Darwin on this point ; he dis-

puted the thesis that selective breeding is required for

changes of species, or can account for such changes. As
a matter of fact Blitimeyer—^like E. £. von Baer, Naegeli

and above all the German naturalists such as Lamarck

—

had anticipated Darwin in hitting upon the idea of

evolution. For all that, Darwin and he had a great

respect foi each other ; but he was violently attacked by
Haeckel. From the very beginning my brother was on

the side of Biitimeyer, Baer and Naegeli. He had all

the weapons for the battle in his library—Biitimeyer’s

writings, Naegeli’s Origin and Conception of Natural

Species, and Baer’s books, from which he often read

aloud. He had also, however, works by adherents of

Darwin, such as those of Carl Vogt, and Oscar Schmidt’s

Darwinism and the Doctrine of the Descent of Man.

Nietzsche’s personal opinion was that Darwin should be

highly valued as the originator of one of the most im-

portant scientific movements ; but he reproached him
with having popularised certain scientific discoveries

which he had most thoroughly worked out, although

they had been previously adumbrated. This was perhaps

more a failing of Darwin’s disciples. It was an axiom of

my brother’s that the popularisation of a scientific

discovery or theory hinders its steady development. One
drawback is that the ideas have to be more definitely

expressed than is suitable to their nature. Tto
Darwinians, for instance, showed themselves so cocknire,

and made so little distinction between what could be

proved and vwhat could not, that many honest con-

scientious men of science felt their doubts and stood

aloof. Moreover Nietzsche was inclined to credit not
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only Lamarck but other German savants (especially

Goethe) with having done signal service for the study of

evolution. Above all, he thought that the theory would
have made but little progress, had not H^el paved the

way ;
“ It was a bold stroke of Hegel’s—one that cut

through all logical habits and prejudices—^when he
ventured to teach that the species develop one out of the

other: this idea prepared European minds for the last

great scientific movement, for Darwinism—^for without

Hegel, there would be no Darwin ”—{The Joyful Wisdom).

It is not yet clear what threads of the evolution move-

ment led to my brother’s theory as to the breeding of a
higher human type. If some external influence must
be assumed, it should be found in the years just before

as^ after 1870, when the idea of the brewing of a

lugher type first occurs in his writings. It must not,

however, be forgotten that this breeding was from the

outset made solely dependent on the will of men of a

higher organisation ; and that the struggle for existence—^which in its ordinaiy sense was rejected by Nietzsche

as bringing us back to the brute stage—is entirely

transfigured, and becomes the struggle for a nobler and

stronger existence, a contest for victory and superiority.

The influence of the Greeks comes out most strongly, if

indeed the conception and aim of the struggle does not

entirely tally either with the Greek or the Darwinian

view. At any rate, the influence of modem science is

small as compared with that of the Greeks.

,

“ How absurd it is,” he sajs in 1878, “ to extol and i^rify a
wiiole nation. We must single out individuals. This is true

• even of the Greeks.
** The Greeks are interesting and tremendously important,

because they had such a number of great individualB. How
((Sid this come about ? The point must be investigated.

“ The only thing that interests me in a nation is its attitude

towards the training of individuals, .^ong the Greeks there

were several factors that favoured the devdopment of the



THE STJPEEMAN 203

individoal, arising not from the national good-nature but from

the conflict of evil instincts.

“Lucky discoveries may lead us to train the great in-

dividual to a far higher degree than has yet been reached

through accidents. That is where hope lies for the race—^in

the breeding of great men.”

Thus the idea of the superman is simply a development

of Nietzsche's youthful ideal, that “ the goal of humanity

lies in its noblest specimens (or, as he says still more

clearly in Schopenhauer as Educator

:

“ Humanity must

constantly labour to produce great individuals—^this is

its task and no other”). But the ideals set up in 1878

are no longer regarded as the highest types of humanity.

About this future ideal of a hiture humanity—the super-

man—Nietzsche has thrown the veil of Becoming. Whd
can know how lofty and glorious a creature the superman

will be ? Hence in Zarathustra, afber measuring our highest

ideal figure, that of the Saviour, by the new standard of

values, he exclaimes passionately

:

“There has never yet been a superman. Naked I saw
them both—^both the greatest and the smallest men :

—

“ They are still far too much like each other. Verily, even

the greatest men I found—all too human !
”

Nevertheless, although at first the figure of the super-

man seemed to him only an enchanting vision, he

afterwards took a clearer view of the past, and after all

found some real instances of supermen ; not only poets

like Shakespeare and Byron, but also such men as Caesar,

Napoleon and Coethe, and above all several among the

Greeks, “the highest type of man that has yet been

produced.” Thus Darw'inism plays scarcely any part

either in the earlier or in the later form of the idea.

The author of Zarathustra afterwards refuted, in a

most energetic and
^

even discourteous passage, the

statement of these who had laid him under the suspicion
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of Darwinism. In order to preclude all possibility of

error, he writes in The AnUehrist:

“ The problem tiiat I here propound (— is an end—

)

does not conoem what humamty is' taaecompUsh in the series

of created beings, but what type of man is to be bred, to be

detired as being higher in value, more worthy of life, more
assured as to the future. This more valuable typehas appeared

often enough, but as a freak of chance, an exception, never as

something desired. Nay, it has been feared rather thandesired,

it has in fact hitherto been more feared than any other type

;

and through this fear the opposite type was desired, bred,

attained: man as domestic animal, as herd>animal, as sick

animal—the Christian.” ,

Now, however, Zarathustra ordains that the type more

assured of life shall be desired. The highesf pea5m of

this stronger human race, these lords of the %arth,

would then he the supermen. Yet these supermen

would always he the exceptions, on whom the propaga-

tion of equally high or higher types of perfection cannot

depend :
“ In the end come the lords oftthe «arth, a

new ruling caste. And here and there arises fron^their

midst a superman, an Epicurean god, the iHuminiftor of

existence.”

The word " breeding ” has been much misunderstood.

It means: changes brought about by new and lofty

valuations which as leaders and propagators are to

dominate the action and outlook of humanitj* lu &ct,

the idea of the superman can only be undeQstood in con-

nexion with the other doctrines of Nietzsche : th|iBe of

caste-organisation ;
of the will to power, of fill trans-

valuation of all values. He holds that Christianitiyl^

which sprang from the resentment felt by the weak and

the inefficient, has proscribed all the qualit^p that arise

from strength, all that is beautiful, strong, proud

mighty, and has thus greatly weakened the influence of

all that promotes and ennobles life. Now, howew^ a'

new table of values is to be set before manlglipd. The



THE BUST OF KIETZBTHE, BY PR0FB880E X. DONNOORF.





THE SUPEBMAH 205

new gecd of our existence, our will and our hope, is the

strong, mighty, splendid, highly vitalised man, culminat-

ing in thb superman. The old system of values set the

highest store by those qualities that suit the feeble,

unhealthy specimens, the pariahs of society, and resulted

in our weak, sickly, modem humanity; but the new
system of values, which may be summed up in the words

“A^ that arises fmm strength is good, all that arises

from weakness is bad,” is to produce a healthy, vigorous,

joyous, fearless type, and an apotheosis of life. Yet this

is no vision of a dim, uncertain future removed from

us by thousands of years, no Darwinistic new species,

utterly unknown and impossible as an,object of present

endeavour ; it is to be an aim towards which present-day

humanity must strive with all its forces of mind and
body—an ^im attainable at first by the few, and finally

attained tlQi^gh the new system of values.

y* The aut^r of Zaraihustra remembers that tremendous

paiallel of.a transvaluation of all values : how Christi-

anilfjr, in*a relatively short period, supplanted or re-

modelled the whole pagan outlook represented by Greece

and ^Bome. He thought it possible that a revival of

the Graeco-Homan system of values, heightened and
broadened by tvte thousand years of schooling in Christian

ideas, might bring about a similar revolution, and that

too within a measurable space of time ; until the appear-

ance of thM splendid human type which is to be our new
faith and our new hope, and which, as Zaraihustra enjoins,

we are to ^dip in creating.

woiH ” superman ” has worked an intolerable

am(wt of^oischief. It has been misunderstood both

by aodd|nt by design. There were, for instance, the

decadenn( who could not hold themselves in check, who
had no conception of the stem self-control that Nietzsche

demands firmn \he higher men, and of the absolute

renunciation liltppiness and enjoyment which he

ascribes to the superman. These decadents. Heaven
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knows how, fi^cied that they could read in Zarathmtra—
that Song of Songs of a proud and pure spirit—a charter

allowing them to give firm play to their lusts and desires.

Others, rough and coarse-grained, utterly unahle to

understand how a lofty, tender soul can suffer through

pity, had the arrogance to assume that the doctrine of

the superman was meant for them, and that it justified

their coarse, cruel, unfeeling disposition. These miscon-

ceptions were in evidence from the outset, and in the

author’s eyes they degraded his work and his own
percpnality. He was horrified at the discovery

:

“ Bat one morning he awoke before daybreak, meditated for

a long while as <ie lay in his bed, and at last spake to his

heart:

r “ Why was 1 so affrighted in my dream that I awoke ? Did

not a child come to me, bearing a mirror ?
“

* Oh Zarathnstra,’ said the child to me, ‘ look at thyself in

the mirror
!

'

" Bat when 1 looked into the mirror, I altered a load cry

and my heart was shaken : for I saw, not myself, hat a devil’s

grinning face, a devil’s scomfal laogh.

“ Verily, I onderstand all too well the sign and the warning of

the dream : my teaching is in danger, tares woold fain be called

wheat.

My foes have become mighty and have so distorted my
tfisfhing that my best beloved mast be ashamed of the gifts

•that I gave them.”

' Yes, the coarse-grained have turned the image of

the superman into a devil’s grinning face. Nietzsche’s

jneture of the prehistoric, pre-moral man, whom he called

*^1he blond b^t,” has been confused with the^ideal

portrait of the superman. The blond beast has nothing

to do with the superman, he is merely an example of

tmsppiled native vigour, belonging to a remote past

—

refireshing to contemplate, like all that is strong and

‘powfrftil, but in no sense an ideal to be pursued. The

blohd beast is the strong man existing before civilisation

and before the dominance of our present ethical system

:
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the Bupennan, on the other hand, is the summit of

civilisation, he has got beyond our present ethical

system, and follows the laws of a nobler and stronger

morality. As the creator of new values, he must be a

destroyer, but for all that he is an emblem of the highest

virtue.

In his private notes Nietzsche uses the word " super-

man ” to designate a type of the highest efficiency
”

as opposed to modem men.” Above all he marks out

Zarathustra as a type of the superman. In Ecce Homo
he is at pains to explain to us the precursors and

preliminary conditions for this superior type

:

In order to understand this type, we mast first realise its

physiological pre-requisite : this is what I call great health. I

cannot give a better, a more personal exposition of this concept

than 1 have already done in Aphorism 882 of The Joyfvl

Wisdom.

*‘We, the new, the nameless, the unfathomable (so the

passage runs)—we premature births of a future that is still

dim—we need, for our new purpose, a new instrument:

namely, a new health, a stronger, tougher, more intelligent,

more daring, more joyous health than has ever been known.

He whose soul thirsts to compass the whole region of values

and desirabilities that have hitherto existed, to drenmnavigate

the whole shore of this idealistic ' Mediterranean ’—^he who
seeks, through the adventures of the most personal experience,

to know the spirit that possesses a conqueror and discoverer

of the ideal, the spirit of on artist, a saint, a lawgiver, a sage,

a scholar, a believer, an anchorite of the old pattern—needs

first of all great hedMi

:

such a health as one not only possesses

but is continually acquiring and must acquire, because one is

always sacrificing it and must sacrifice it ! ^ we travel on
OUT long journey, we Argonauts of the ideal ; more daring,

perhaps, ffian is wise, and often enough battered and bruised

—

but, as has been said, healthier than the world likes ns to be,

dangerously healthy, ever regaining our health. And at the

journey's end, may we look for our reward—a still undiscovered

country, whose borders no one has yet seen, a country beyond
all others, a niche for the ideal, s world so abounding in all that

is beantilnl, strange, perplexing, terrible and godlike, that
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oar eorioBity, os well as our thirst Me poaseasion, is strained

b^ond all limits, ^nd we ean henceforth find nothing that will

sate our souls?
** Alter seeing such vistas, and feeling such a fierce hanger

of intelleot and consdenee, how could we ever rest content wiUi

men of the preeent day ? It is bad enough, but inevitable, that we
should look at his worthiest aims and hopes with ill-concealed

amusement—or perhaps not even look at them at all.

Another ideal is set before us, a wonderful, seductive, hazardous

ideal, which we do not care to impose on others, because we
do not readily recognise their right to it : the ideal of a spirit

which plays naively, that is to say spontaneously and from a

sense of overflowing abundance and power, with all that has

hitherto been called holy, good, inviolable, god-like : a spirit for

which the highest'elements in the popular standard of values

spell but danger, decay, abasement or at most recreation,

blindness, a temporary self-oblivion : the ideal of a human, yet

superhuman well-being and well-wishing.

Such an ideal will often enough appear inhuman, as for

instance when it seems an incarnate, anconseious parody of

all that has hitherto been taken seriously, all that has been

regarded as solemn in gesture, word, sound, look, morality and
duty. Yet perhaps with this ideal great seriousness only

begins, the real note of interrogation is introduced, the destiny

the soul reaches its turning-point, the hour-hand moves, the

tragedy opens. . .
.”



CHAPTER XVII

nrrBBLUDE

Each of the three first parts of Zarathustra, it will be
remembered, was written in ten days, and the whole of
this work was published within a space of eleven months.
Such a tremendous intellectual effort naturally produced
a reaction, and brought gloomy days of weariness and
depression in its train. In March, 18g3, while the first

part was at the publishers, he wrote :
** My life has been

a complete failure.” Dr. Emil Ludwig calls this condition
the “ mystical modesty ” of genius. Terrible hours came,
hours of temptation “to rest in contemplation of the
past ”

; hours of mocking scepticism and self-analysis

;

“ What can you *
create ’ ?

“Ton are not strong enough! Leave creation to stronger
men I Enjoy your weariness 1 Admire yourself

!

“Persuade yourself that your pity is a virtue, and that
you saerifioe your intelleetnal gains for the sake of other’s

happiness.
“ Acknowledge to yourself what this will to create means

—

Inst of power, that cannot be satisfied with the line of leaA
resistance. * Friends ’

! You want tooUf
“And why, indeed, utter this truth? Even if you have a

right to believe that it is truth? There is nothing more to
hind you—no ' duty to speak the truth ’

I

“ You deprive all men of their joy in what lies to hand, yon
axe the teacher of great weariness

!

“Yon sap the strength of, virtue and make it less praised,
hraee less desired. Yon yourself rob mankind of the force it

mij^t employ in aiming at the goal !
’’

Later, he says of this period :
“ The pEychological feat

of those years consisted in walking over a terrible abyss
and not looking down.” The mere idea that he had

J*.N. P
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thrice completed a work of immeasarahle importance in

ten days made^lum shudder. Voltaire had a similar

experience. He tells us that he wi-ote his CatUina in a

* week, and adds “ The feat still fills me with amazement

and terror.” In Eece Homo Nietzsche summarises his

mental states during the production of Zarathustra

:

There is a feeling that I call the rancour of great men.

Every great achievement in the world of thought or action,

when once completed, immediately turns against its author.

Just because he is the author, he is henceforth weak, he

cannot endure his achievement, he no longer looks it squarely

in the hMe. The thought of having behind yon something

that you ought never to have desired, something intimately

bound up with the destiny of mankind—and of having it

henceforth upon yon. It is a thought that almost crushes

—the rancour of great men !—^Another instance is the ghastly

silence all around you. Solitude has seven skins, and can no

longer be penetrated. Tou go about in the world, you meet

friends : anew desert, no look is one of greeting. At best, a sort

of revolt. Such a revolt I felt, in very different degrees, but

against almost everyone who stood near me. Nothing, it seems,

gives more offt-nce to a friend than letting it suddenly appea#

that there is a gulf between yon and him. Noble natures, that

cannot live without hero-worshipping, are rare. A third instance

is the absurd sensitiveness of the skin to pin-pricks, i qort of

helplessness in the face of all petty things. This seems ^^e a

meeessary result of the huge expenditure of defensive forces

whidi must attend every creative act, every act which proceeds

from the innermost recesses of our being. The little defensive

forces are thus, as it were, thrown out of gear, and gain no
further access of power. I venture to suggest, also, that your

digestion is worse, you are lazy in your movements, and you

are all too greatly exposed to the sense of chilliness and even

to distrust.”

Here he alludes to all the whispers and rumours

against friends and relatives, which at that time he all

too readily believed. No one was more injured by these

whispers than I. How different from earlier days, when
his confidence in me had lent him strength in all the
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trials of daily life I We had been such good friends from
early childhood: a relative had called us, *‘the good
little team,” and in 1875 my brother used the same
simile : Lisbeth and I run in harvest like two sturdy

little horses.” I was always, “ the helpful, trusty soul,”

and he often praised “ his sister’s happy temperament,
which harmonised best with his own.” Even in 1880, he
called me “ his helper and comforter in all times of stress,”

and said he owed me more gratitude than he did anyone
else. And now, aU was to be changed

; the past was
to be forgotten, as if I had become a different being

—

and that only because he had been induced by Frau
Overbeck to distrust me, and saw all, that I wrote in a
false light.

My brother no longer understood my letters. For
instance, when I wrote to him that I felt myself no
longer fitted for helping him, that he must rely on new
friends, that I still dung to the old ideals and was far

better suited to Forster, finally that his unfavourable
verdict on Forster hurt me deeply, he answered me
angrily

:

" Just a few plain words to clear up the muddle that has
arises'." I have nothing to say against Forster’s personality,

whfeh is worthy of all respect ; but his views are entirely alien

to me. I am much annoyed, too, at the way in which he has
mfiddled with my affairs, in the Bte-Lon affair, for inatunce,

with his lofty moral enthusiasm for Wagner and his anti-

Semitism . . . And now I have to hear, through strangers,

that Forster has complained most bitterly of my pAllftnanaaff

towards you, whereas there is no one to whom I have shown
more tenderness and consideration. This statement of

Fdrster’s—^Heaven knows what grounds he has for it—is really

exasperating 1

“ It is just possible that your name has been taken in vain,
and that you don’t know half of what are represented to me as
your views. Still, through this absurd step you have
—your engagement with Forster—you show too clearly that
yon wish to sacrifice your life, not to my lofty aims, but to the
ideals which 1 have got beyond and must now fight against

p 2
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(Christianity, Wagner, Sehopenhanerian pity, etc). Ton have

gone over to my antipodes ! The instinet of yonr love should

have saved yon from this coarse.

“ There is no denying that yon have shown me many signs

of love and devotion ; but now is the time that yon should be

doing the best thing yon could do—^namely, to look for people

who are fitted to help in boilding the great stmctnre of my
philosophy. I have not yet abandoned the hope that snch

men are to be found. But yon say I have been robbed of the

belief that I could still be of any use to yon ! How I hate all

these go-betweens with their
'
friendly services ’—I have cursed

them hundreds of times.

“ You refer me to ‘ my friends, who understand me ’—I feel

like answering with a laugh of fiendish scorn, for I have no
friend, no, not one, who has the faintest inkling of my task, or

knows why I was ill for so many years. On the contrary,

everyone has done his best to hamper my recovery by pin-

pricks and ill-treatment. Well, I will no longer make any
bones about it—I look upon this engagement, also, as an
offence—or as a piece of folly, which will do yon as much harm
as it does me.”

What irritated him most, it seems, was the fact that,

nervous as I had become through the reproaches which

utterly mystified me, I had referred him to friends who
understood him better. This he regarded as sCbm ! I

always thought then that my brother’s friends •Were

most loyal and devoted, and I have found it very%ard

to change my opinion after his death. All his represses

were, as a matter of fact, quite unjustified.

Later on, indeed, he writes to me on this point

:

^'Malwida once remarked to me that there were two

people to whom I was unjust—Wagner and you.

Perhaps the reason is that you were the two I loved

best, and that I could not get over my resentment at

having been abandoned by you both? So in all my
r^roaches you may trace my pain at having lost you, at

seeing your name attached to a party with which I have no

ideas in common, and with which you have nothing to do.”

That is the spirit in which I always took his reproaches.
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During this period of distrust he naturally looked

about him for comfort, and he writes of his plans for

the spring to Peter Gast at Venice :
“ Truth to tell, I

would ten times rather be with you. And if 1 come,

you’ll find me a room by the Canale Grande, won’t you ?

—

so that from my window I can have a view of the whole,

long, silent vista of colour ? Apart from Capri, nothing

in the South impressed me more than your Venice. I

don’t count it as a part of Italy : some drops of the East

have fallen into the mixture !
” This visit, however, was

not paid until the end of April. It seems to have done

him a world of good and to have made him cheerful, for

this was the time when that charming poem The Doves of

St. Mark was composed.

From Venice, in the middle of June, 1884, he went

to BSrle and ZUrich, but this visit to old friends and

acquaintances was as little calculated as the reception of

ZarathuLstra to drive away the clouds of his discontent.

In 1887 he writes to me : “1 shudder when I think of

my last long stay at B8le. How much secret bitterness a

deep-thinking man has to swallow before he acquires

enough tact and good nature to avoid disappointing his

most intimate friends : in other words, to cover his

happiness and his sorrow with a mask of superficiality,

so that he can get them to understand him, so that he

can Communicate to them something of himself.” To
Gast he writes in June, 1884, regarding his stay at B^e
and Zurich :

‘‘ It was a silly thing to do—I was bored

and fagged out by my stay. What is more, the summer
was hot, and I always lived in places where the climate

is unfavourable to me. Now, at last, I am in Sils-

Maria—^back to reason ! I have been leading a veiy

unreasonable existence of late—but the most uni’eason-

able thing of all was my staying in these flat lands and

cattle-pens.”

As a matter of fact, his stay in Bfile had been full of

annoying little incidents, and in the autumn of that
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year he writes :
“ The most un^Jeasant part of the year

was the rime I spent in B41e. I have forsworn Bftle for

ever! So have you, I suppose, at any rate so far as

Fray, von Overbeck is concerned.” What had depressed

him more than anything was the fact that the Overhecks

forced their groundless surmises upon him, and put the

worst possible construction upon my engagement to

Forster. They made him uneasy with the thought that,

as his brother-in-law and his publisher were anti-Semitic

leaders, the Jewish press would now he hostile to him,

would ridicule him or else maintain a rigid silence about

his works. Similar forebodings were expressed to him

by Edselitz, who ^vas then on friendly terms with the

Overhecks and had come under their influence. This

poison had the strongest effect, and could ney^r he

eradicated from his system—^for my brother, like all

authors, had a tender maternal love for his books and

looked on anyone who did them harm as an enemy.

The surmises of the Overbecks had all the more influen^

in that my brother regarded Jewish scholars and writers

as the pioneera of every intellectual movement in Europur

as men whose racial acumen specially fitted them for

ethical and philosophical study. Yet in the course of

time the Overhecks’ assumptions have proved entirely;

false. Georg Braudes, M. Harden and Leo Berg were

the first who raised their voices in admiration of my
brother, and turned public attention to this event in the

world of thought. Not one of them has allowed the

trivial matters mentioned above to stifle or modify his

expression of reverence for Nietzsche. For this I am
warmly grateful to the writers in question.

Frau Overbeck used my brother’s visit to BfUe in 1884

in order to urge him to break finally with his relatives,

especially with me. Overbeck took upon himself the

task of writing to our mother. Just at this time, how-

ever, my brother met Frau Baumgartner, and she warned

him against Frau Overbeck and her counsels. He
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answered that an inner voice had already warned him,

but if he ceased to be on very friendly terms with Frau

Overbeck he would lose the friendship of Overbeck,

which he valued so highly. It is touching to read in my
brother’s letters to Overbeck how often he tries to please

the latter by enthiisiastic praise of his wife. That is

why he writes in Zarathustra, And if I ever lied, ’twas

from love that 1 lied.”

The result of my brother’s stay at BSIe had elements

both of tragedy and of comedy. Professor Overbeck,

in his usual style—one never knew from his letters what

he really meant—wrote to our mother at Naumburg that

it would be best if Nietzsche cut himself off, wholly or

in part, from his relatives, just as Schopenhauer had

done. Yet almost at the same time came a long letter

from my brother at Sils-Maria, asking me in most

cordial terms to pay him a >isit there as soon as possible.

Then for the first time we suspected that the Overbeck

family, W’hich we had hitherto trusted blindly, might

be the cause of the contradictory attitude shown towards

us by my brother, I was unable to accept the in-

vitation, because 1 had to take charge of fire children

left in my cai'e by a friend ;
and this, again, gave

tny brother great offence. He really was rather hard

on me.

Nevertheless, his stay at Sils-Maria proved more

pleasant than those of the two pi'evious years. He made

the acquaintance of Madame de Mausourofi’, a lady-in-

waiting to the Russian Empress, and a well-known

patron of music
;
and of two Englishwomen, Mrs. and

Mias Fynn. Madame de Mansouroff was his neighbour

at table, and on her departure he writes to Gast :
” What

a pty that she is going—we had such a lot to tell each

other I Fancy, she is actually a pupil of Chopin, and is

full of love and admiration for that ' proud, yet modest
’

genius t
” In Mrs. Fynn, a shrewd old Englishwoman,

he liked the well-br^ tone which ” in this age, when
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peasants and vulgarians rule the roast, is worth more

than virtue, intellect or beauty.”

The summer of 1884 brought Nietzsche one supreme

delight, in that he made the acquaintance of Heinrich,

Freiherr von Stein, and spent some precious days in his

company. I had written to Stein in the spring, asking

if he could not pay my brother a visit. He made
enquiries in Bayreuth, and Gosima welcomed the proposal

very warmly, hoping to win back Nietzsche for Bayreuth.

In Heinrich von Stein some of Nietzsche’s most ardent

hopes were centred. My brother, in spite of all his dis-

appointments, could not help longing for disciples, and

he hoped in time to make Stein one of the best disciples

of his philosophy. Stein was among the few men who
inwardly and outwardly conformed to Nietzsche’s ideal

of what a disciple should be. My brother had fiilst

heard of him in the winter of 1877-8, when he caipe

across a remarkable little volume, “ The Ideals of

Materialism^ Lyrical Philosophy, by Armand Pensier,”

and also learnt that the author was a man of unusually

sympathetic personality. Nietzsche had looked upon

the book with no little astonishment ;
but when he

heard that the writer was twenty (Stein was bom in

1857), he expressed the opinion that the young author

would go far. Their personal relations, however, did

not begin until the autumn of 1882. My brother sent

him The Joyful Wisdom, since Stein had called upon him

in Leipzig and not found him at home.

By way of answer, Stein sent my brother the proof-

sheets of his latest work, the twelve historical dialogues ^

entitled Heroes and the World. Nietzsche, who had

always showu great fondness for Savage Landor’s

Imaginary Conversations, was highly pleased with the

style of the book.

During the years 1883-84 they exchanged some letters,

and my brother sent him the first throe parte of Zara-

thustra. Stein, who had taken to heart a w^ing from
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my brother that he ehould let the effect of his books

sink in gradually and not criticise them at once, ex-

pressed his tbftnka in charming fashion by sending four

poems which he had translated from Giordano Bruno.

The summer of 1884 at last brought the two into

personal contact. Stein came only for three days to

Sils-Maria ; his sole interest was in Nietzsche, and he

had hardly any eyes for the sceneiy. My brother

mentions the fact that Stein declared he had not come

for the sake of the Engadine.” Pilgrimages to SOs-

Maria in honour of the great recluse ai'e now common
enough, but at that time Stein’s statement created some

impression. They did not really enjoy each other’s

company until Stein’s last day (August 28th), for on the

two previous days my brother was handicapped by his

headaches. Stein notes in his diary for the 27th ;
“ I

was profoundly impressed by his free spirit, and his

language with its wealth of images. Snow and a wintry

wind. He gets headaches . . . .—28th. He hasn’t

slept, but is fresh as a boy. What a glorious sunny

day I
” Both retained glowing memories of this meeting.

My brother writes to Gast (September 20th, 1884)

:

“ Stein’s visit is having its after-effects : he seems to

have been strongly moved, and to have talked about it

everywhere. His training in the neighlxjurhood of

Duhi'ing and Wagner has, at any rate, made him

appreciative of the hidden of one who lives a

lonely life. For my part, I felt in his company like

Philoctetes on his island when Neoptolemus visited himr—

mean, he partly divined my Philoctetes-creed
:

' without

my bow Troy will never be conquered !

’ ”

'Shortly afterwards I met my brother in Zurich, and

he could not speak without emotion of this wonderful

man, who struck so many sympathetic chords in his own
nature. As a matter of fact, the two were very similar

in character, ^rhaps also in the nature of their mental

l^juipment. ^ reading some letters written by Stein in
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his youth and in his prime I have had the fiaeling that

my brother could have written in the same way, at any
rate to the same effect, if not exactly in the same style.

Both were embodiments of the highest and most refined

morality that the Christian and knightly ideal has ever

produced
; and at the same time both were at bottom

extremely serious and almost melancholy. My brother,

as the older man, was indeed more prone to humour and
to laughter. He expressed a hope that Stein, by longer

association with him, would come to resemble him in this

respect. On that fine sunny day in Sils-Maria, Stein had
already begun to be cheerful, an^ according to Nietzsche,

laughter suited hjm very well. I remember another

noteworthy remark that my brother made to me at

Zurich :
“ Do you know, it is only with men of that sort

that 1 can discuss moral problems. With others 1 ten

so easily read in their faces that they totally misun^hi'-

stand me, and that it is only the animal in them which

rejoices at being able to cast off its fetters.” The same
point arose in a conversation between Nietzsche and my
husband in 1885. My husband told how Stem had

complained to him of feeling so lonely among the young
men of the great city, who reaUy knew no other pix>bleA%

but the sexual problem, and paraded their disgusting,

overheated sensuality as a state of health. My brother

spoke of similar complaints he had heard from Stein, and

mentioned some passages from Zarathustra which Stein

had quoted as particularly appropriate. "Stein,” he

added, “ is a pure and proud master-nature ; he has

nothing in common with those low slave-souls.” '* Then^
he has all the more in common with you,” my husband

interrupted-; "he was never weary of describing how
closely akin his nature was to yours.” " Perhaps we are

alike,” said my brother, " at any rate we are mastras of

our senses, and know more important problems than that

of sex.” ,

Strin himself spoke to me with great mrthusiasm of
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his stay at Sils-Maria. In my brother’s neighbourhood,

he said, his spirit had taken unto itself wings, and he

regarded the visit as the greatest event of his life. He
could not marvel enough at the splendid elasticity of my
brother’s temperament. “After two da3n3 of illness he

was as radiant and cheerful as a hero after a victory.
”

During the whole summer of 1884 Nietzsche was

engaged in planning his chief prose work. Two years

before, he had written to Bohde of a special scheme of

study and a secret aim to which his future life was to be

devoted. By this he already mean^- that comprehensive

philosophical work, which was to present his ideas in

their whole compass and in their relajiion to each other.

First came the poem, Zarathmtra, and now the great

prose work was to follow. From the beginning of

September his mood was of the happiest. He made out

a ^lan, not only for his philosophy, but for his whole life.

Ideas which he had expressed a year earlier in a letter

to me, now returned in surer and nobler outlines. He
had become firmly convinced that this separation from

all whom he loved was the only condition under which

he could have created Zarathustra. His love for his

friends had been the most perilous siren that could lure

him from his path, or throw a veil over his ideas to

make them less terrifying, or even introduce alien ideas

to please his friends and glorify their aims. Had he not

utterly ruined his first work. The Birth of Tragedy, and

the great Greek problem as it appeared to him, by the in-

troduction of so modern a phenomenon as the Wagnerian

music ? And that only out of love and reverence for his

dearest friend I This makes it clear why my brother

always reverted to solitude, although, with his strong

impulse towards friendship, solitude caused him peculiar

suffering. This hermit existence was at once a basic

condition for the completion of his life’s task, and the

greatest sacrifice he made for that task. Hence he

writes : “Formerly men sought their future salvation at
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the cost of their present welfare. So every creator lives

in relation to his work. And now Providence wills it

that I, in consideration of the future of humanity, should

live at the cost of my present comfort.
*’

That he recognised the value of loneliness was not,

however, the only result of these happy summer and
autumn days of 1884. Above all, he saw in his whole

past life, in all his experiences, his talents and his studies,

a splendid preparation for his life-work. With what
sureness of instinct he had inarched forward, almost

unconsciously, on his track, combining and utilising all

the demands that life made upon him, all the experiences

that came his way, all his suffering, all his thoughts

and fancies ! He saw present and future marvellously

welded together, and a happy, expectant mood possessed

him completely. He writes to Gast in September from

Sils-Maria: “My task for the next decade has opened

itself out very clearly before me—although I am amazed
and aghast when 1 look for the powers that will be

needed for its completion. One must wait and ‘hold

one’s lap ready ’ for the fruit that some wind may shake

from the tree.”

Both his head and his heart now told him that he was

a lawgiver for humanity. Once he had suffered untold

agony from this task and the responsibility it involved

(that moving chapter in Zarathustra, “ The Silent Hour,”

may be cited in evidence) ; but now he bore the burden

of his destiny " with a wonderfully gentle, steady, resolute

and benign contemplation of all things.” The following

passage will show us his conception of a lawgiving

philosopher

:

“ Lawgivers for the Future.—^For a long time I tried in vain

to conned the word ' philosopher ’ with a definite concept, for

I foond many contradictions involved. At last I realised that

we may distingoish two kinds of philosophers
: (1) those who

wish to define some great system of valaes (logical or moral)

;

(2) those who are lawgivers for such a system.
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** Those of the first class try to obtain a grasp of the past or

present world, Bummarising and abbreviating by signs the

manifold f^ts of existence. Their task it is to make us able

to review, think out, comprehend and handle all that has
happened up to the present. They fulfil man’s duty of employ-
ing the past in the service of the future.

Those of the second class are, however, commanders : they
say * So it shall be !

’ They first determine the * whither ’ and
' why,’ the utility, what is useful for mankind. They have at

their disposal the preliminary work of the men of science, and
all knowledge is to them only a tool for creation. Philosophers
of this class succeed but seldom, and indeed the dangers of

their position are enormous. How often have they purposely

bandaged their eyes, only that they may not see the narrow
space which divides them from the abyss. ^ Plato, for instance,

when he persuaded himself that the * good ’ he sought was not
Plato’s good, but ‘ the good in itself,’ the eternal treasure

which but one man, Plato by name, had found upon his

journey ! This same will to blindness prevails, in far coarser

forms, among founders of religion : their * thou shalt ’ must
on no account sound in their ears like ’ I will,’ they do not
dare to regard their task as anything but the command of a
God, and only as an * inspiration ’ is their code of values an
endurahU burden, a burden that does not break the back of

their conscience.
** As soon as these two consolations, that of Plato and that

of Mahomet, are lost, and no thinker can any longer ease his

conscience by the hypothesis of a * God or of * eternal values,’

the claims made by the lawgiver of new values assume a
new and hitherto unparalleled importance. Henceforth these

chosen few, on whom the thought of such a duty is beginning

to dawn, will try by some device or other * in the nick of time ’

to evade that duty as their greatest danger. They will, for

instance, persuade themselves that the problem is already

solved, or that it is insoluble, or that their shoulders are too

weak for such burdens, or that they are overladen with other,

more immediate problems, or that even this new, remote duty
is a snare and a delusion, a siren to lure them from all duties,

a disease, a form of madness. Many, indeed, may succeed in

shirking the task ; through all history we find the trial of such
shirkers and of their bad conscience. As a rule, however,

there came to such men of destiny that redeeming hour, that
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antnmw honr of matoritj, where had to do whet they did

not * intend ’
: and the deed which they had moat dreaded fell

lic^tly and nneonght from the tree, aa an involnntary deed,

almoat as a gift”

In September, 1884, mj brother and I met at Zilrich.

From the first moment, as before in Home, every trace

of misunderstanding vanished, and we wondered how
any ill-feeling could have arisen between us. Never in

our lives, indeed, did we say an unkind work to each

other ; and if we sometimes wrote unpleasant things, it

is because, when apart, we came under the baneful

influence of others. Later on Fritz would declare that

the “ three accurscKi women ” were to blame. Thus, for

instance, he writes :
” I know quite well that for years

various people have done their best to convince both of

us that you are not suited to me or to my philosophy.

We poor impressionable creatures are sometimes weak
and open to outside influences. But, believe me, I have

never let myself be led astray by your ‘ childlike exterior.’

That is your * foreground,’ ^hind which lies a character

capable of the best and bravest actions. I ought to have

told you this oftener, but an old hermit and philosopher

quite forgets how to show love and esteem.” My
engagement, too, now met with his approval. He was

far too good a psychologist not to see that, apart from

all questions of love, a woman with so much desire for

action as I needed an arena in which her energies could

find full scope.

These glorious weeks of September and October, 1884,

remained a delightful memory for us both. We used to

laugh so much that an old general who lived near us

and was confined to his room by gout, sent to enquire

” why we laughed so much—^it was catching, and he felt

like joining in our laughter.” I still ask myself, what

did we laugh about, often till the tears came? Often

about people and things which do not usually seem

comic, for instance about Freiligrath. At ZiirkA we
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bought a Tolume of his poems, the thirty>eighth edition.

Well, the Germans must consider him a poet, for they

buy his verses!” said Fritz, with a half-solemn, half-

humorous expression. We began to compose poems in

die Freiligrath manner, and told each other of trivial

events of the day—the purchase of a tea-urn, or of linen

or boots—^in this pompous Oriental style, often interlarded

with foreign words, some of which we invented for the

sake of the rhyme. The fourth part of Zarathustra bears

witness to this hapjiy mood, for (besides many other

poems) the song of the Wandere” and the Shadow,
“ Among the Daughters of the Desert,” was composed at

this period. He writes to Peter Gjist, Zurich, 30th

September, 1884 ;

“ The sky is as beautiful as at Nice, and one day is just like

another. My sister is \nth me: this is the best way of

Snaking up for past unpleasantness. Gottfried Keller has

made an appointment with me for to-day. My head is full of

the most extravagant verses that ever entered a poet’s brain.

Together with your score (The Lion of St. Mark) came a letter

from Stein, whom this year has given me, among so many
other good things, as a precious gift—a genuine new friend.

“ In short—let us be hopeful, or to express myself better, in

•old Keller’s words

:

" Drink on, ye eyes, drink to your utmost fill

;

Drink of the golden plenty of the world !
”

We even began to laugh about the Lou affair, which

indeed, apart from all its melancholy background, had
many amusing aspects. My brother showed me a photo-

graph taken at Orta, where Frd,ulein Salom4 is sitting in

a little wheelbarrow, drawn by a team of two gentlemen—^Nietzsche and R^. “ This young lady fancies she is

cleverer tJian us two together,” said my brother in jest.

It was an indiscreet but very funny photograph, which

no doubt gave rise to many of the mocking aphorisms

directed against emancipated women, and at the time

evoked all manner of pleasantries. Tet not even in
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Ziirich did I discuss the odious business unth my brother.

He had already heard far more about it than I should
have wished. “ Let it be buried,” I said at Ziirich. He
wrote to me a few weeks later from Mentone :

“ All

that occurred during the interlude in the writing of

Zarathustra seems to me, in comparison with this huge
and momentous undertaking, a remote absurdity, an
inevitable satyr-play to accompany the tragic trilogy.* I

am glad that this autumn 1 have learnt to laugh about

it all, but perhaps I could only do so because something
had slipped from my memory. I can’t answer for its

not recurring to me some fine day—^no, I mean some very
bad day.”

The last days, however, of our stay at Zurich were
darkened by a cloud. Feeling that we might never

again be so undisturbed, my brother resolved to throw
discretion to the winds, and to relate in detail the

attempts of Forster’s girl friend and of Frau Overbeck
to set brother and sister at variance. Most of all this I

now heard for the first time. My brother’s wrath was
mainly directed against Frau Overbeck

; he held that

from the first she had done all she could to lower me in

his eyes, to make him distrust me, and to gain my place

as his confidante. In this direction she had influenced

Overbeck. Thus his last stay in Bdle had been
intolerable, and he could never bring himself to return

to that city. Even when travelling to and from Italy,

he prefer!^ to take a roundabout route, so as not to

touch B41e and come across Frau Overbeck. Overbeck
realised this, and in 1887, wishing to meet my brother,

he came under a plausible jnotext to Ziirich.

To Overbeck he wrote—no doubt to Overbeck’s

astonishment and his wife’s disgust : “I have been here

in Zurich (Pension Neptun) for a week, in order to meet
my sister. We have had plenty of sunshine in the sky

> An allusion to the half-eomic satyr-dFSHia which accompanied orery

trilogy of tragedies in Greek dramatic perfonnanoes.—Tn.
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and in our hearts. Since I left Nice I have never been

so physically fit as here. . . . My sister is a splendid

little creature ; next year I shall probably lose her for a

long time, for she will cross the sea.”

A few weeks later he writes to Overbeck :
“ The most

delightful feature of the year has been the sight of my
sister. She has taken due notice of recent events, and—
what I respect particularly—^without any ill-feeling. I

had not expected, and perhaps not deserved, to find our

old cordial relations unimpaired.” The closing words

refer to the adverse remarks he had made about me to

the Overbecks. He was more depressed about this than

I had ever seen him before, and I t^ied accordingly to

make light of the whole matter. I told him that as it

sometimes relieved him to scold, I would not mind his

scolding. He alluded to this in a subsequent letter,

when he had again become angry through a misunder-

standing.

With the stay in Zurich the family jars, and at the

same time the direct influence of Frau Overbeck, came
tc an end. Overbeck himself, feeling rather guilty,

l)ecamc really friendly towards my brother, and wrote

him a letter which gave him great pleasure. Of his

wife Overbeck went so far as to say that “ her interference

in affairs of which she knew nothing was much to be

regretted.” The excuse he made was that she thought

she was doing Nietzsche a service by altering his views

about his sister. She really had the extraordinary notion

that she was better suited to be Nietzsche’s sister than I

was. My brother writes to me :
“ I am glad that the

excellent Overbeck has taken your part, but his wife is

not to be trusted. If I remember rightly, last year he
gave me an entirely false description of the unhappy
business. (How comes it that, as our dear mother says,

we let ourselves be stirred up so easily by others ?) I

say * if I remember rightly/ for my memory is quite at

sea as regards the chronology of all those silly misunder-

L.K. Q
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standings.” To Privy Councillor Heinze he writes later

:

" Thank Heaven, I still have the love of my nearest and
dearest—even that was threatened by those who offered

me their ‘ friendly services.’
”

It has often been matter for surprise that my brother

expressed himself in such contradictory terms about his

friends and relatives. The primary reason was his bad
memory. He had no precise recollection of earlier

events, and impulsively gave voice to the mood of the

moment—which had, however (as he often insisted)

but a momentary value. With all the new spiritual ex-

periences and discoveries which every day brought him,

unimportant personal matters would slip from his mind
or recur to it at a time when they were no longer clearly

rememl)ered.

Another cause may be found in the attitude of the

psychologist, who sometimes tests his ex{)eriences quite

apart ft*om their personal character. He himself makes
this point plain :

“ One who is so often by himself, and

is thinking out ideas of all kinds night and day, and

moreover (thanks to an unusual bent of mind) can see

things not merely from two, but even from three or four

sides—such a man passes a totally different verdict on

his experiences.” This has been understood by few.

Moreover, it has often been forgotten that my brother’s

politeness, which he himself calls his “ roguish vice,” often

led him to agree with others or to conceal the fact that

he held a different view. It has often astonished me to

see how some of his friends and acquaintances claimed

the utmost freedom in criticising Nietzsche, but took it

as a deadly insult when he allowed himself this free-

dom towards them, and took a different view of their

character and conduct. Freiherr von Gersdorff and I

were the only ones who accepted praise and blame with

the same degree of respect
;

perhajjs with a little

scepticism, for we loved him so tenderly and at the same

time knew quite well how susceptible he was to the
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influence of others, and how even his most individual

judgment in personal matters depended on the mood of

the moment. We knew that he loved us in spite of all,

although from his words it sometimes soimded otherwise.

The family disputes had caused my brother more pain

than the Overbecks suspected. That is why at Zurich,

when the trouble was all over, he became exuberantly

happy and remained so for several mouths—a period

clouded only by occasional difficulties with his publisher,

which he took too much to heart. Accordingly, not only

at Zurich, but also at Mentone, where he went at the

end of October and lived in the Pension des £)trangers,

some of his most light-hearted poengis, e.g., Mistral^ were
written. He had recovered his proud courage, and
looked into the future with all the joy of victory. The
fourth part of Zarathustra seems to me filled with this

victorious spirit.



CHAPTER XVIII

anus SPAJCE zaratbustju part iv

After the completion of the third part of Zaratkuatra

in February, 1884, the author, as we have seen, long
regarded the work as complete. From his memoranda
and letters it is evident that Zarathustra was meant to

close with that song of eternal recurrence. Nevertheless

we find plans from the winter of 1883-84 for a continua-

tion of ZaraOmstra, which are, however, not identical

with the present fourth part. They were put aside, hut
appear from their contents as plans for a new Zarathustra

in three or four parts. Finally, however, my brother

was entirely occupied with his prose philosophical work,

w'hich was becoming more and more extensive.

It was at Zurich that my brother first expressed his

intention of continuing Zarathustra. As the disputes

with the publisher Schmeitzner became more and more
frequent, my hi’other proposed to look for a new publisher,

who might he willing to buy the rights for all his works
from Schmeitzner. When he went from Ziirioh to

Mentone and made great advance with his continua-

tion of Zarathustra, he wrote to me: "If all goes well,

I shall need a publisher and printer for the fourth part

in January. The sale must he effected by then, for I

shall not he able to induce any publisher to print the

fourth part if the other three are not in his hands. In
all negotiations for the sale, not a word must he said of

this fourth part or of the now inevitable fifth and sixth

parts (it’s no good, before doing anything else I must
deal my son Zarathustra his glorious death, otherwise he
won’t leave me in peace).”

From this letter we see that he then intended to write
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a fourth, fifth and sixth part of Zarathmtra. Although

he sometimes (perhaps in consideration of a new
publisher) designates these parts as L, II., HE., so that

they would have formed a new work, the contents of the

individual parts, as is clear from his notes, would have

remained much the same. Accordingly the proposed

Part IV. or I. was almost identical in substance with the

present Part IV. ; Part V. was meant to contain the

portrayal of the great noon, and Part VI. the narration

of Zarathustra’s death and his influence on the loftiest

vows and pledges of his devoted disciples.

Although the notes only afford hints, they still show
plainly that one point in particular was to be discussed

in the sequel or in the new Zarathustra

:

“Who is to be master of the world? This is the refrain

of his practical philosophy. He saw that everywhere the slave,

the lowest man, the herd, has been made master. Hence the

first thing needed was to examine the existing types of higher

men, and to ask why they had lost their mastery.
“ In the first part we must explain the decline and its

inevitable nature. How far the slave has become master,

without having the master virtues. Aristocracy without the

basis of race and purity. How men are monarchs without

being the foremost of mankind.”

Thus it is thiit in all the sketches for this fourth or first

part the representatives of the higher men come to

Zarathistra. Yet some of his intentions in this respect

were not carried out as he had planned. The following

notes, on the other hand, outline the contents of

Zarathustra, Part IV., in its present form.

“ In the fourth part it will be necessary to state exactly why
it is now that the time of the great noon comes: in other

words, a presentment of time, portrayed by the visits, but

interpreted by Zarathustra.
“ It will also be necessary to state exactly why the ‘ chosen

people ’ first had to be created :—it consists of the successful,

higher natures in contrast to the unsuccessful (characterised

by the visitors): to them only can Zarathustra speak of the
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ultimate problems, to them only can he ascribe the energy for

grasping this theory (they are strong and healthy and hard

enough for that, above all noble enough !), to them only can he
hand over the hammer that shall smite the world.

“ Thus Part IV must consist of the following points

:

“ 1. The extreme danger of the higher type (here Zarathustra

reminds us of his first appearance).
"

2. The good men now take sides agtAnut the higher men,
against the exceptions : there lies the danger

!

“ 3. All who are isolated, who have no training, who explain

themselves wrongly, degenerate, and their degeneration

becomes a reason against their existing. (‘Neurosis of

genius ’

!)

“ 4. Zarathustra most explain what he did when be advised

the migration to the isles, and why he visited those isles.

(Parts I. and 11.) They were not yet ripe for his last

revelations.”

The notes contain drafts for some splendid discourses

to his disciples. The fact that these were never carried

out is much to be regretted, for they would have thrown

light on many points in his philosophy. Thus he makes

Zarathustra say :
“ I deprived you of everything, of God,

of duty—^now you must stand the severest test of a

noble nature. For here the way lies open for profli-

gates—take care !

”

“ Zarathustra must spur on his disciples to world-con-

quest :—the greatest danger, the noblest type of victory

:

their whole morality is a morality of war ;—the desire for

absolute victory (even victory over themselves).”

The following plan for a fourth part has its pathetic

side, for it shows my brother patiently and happily

waiting for the coming of his friends. Perhaps he wrote

at the time when he hoped that Heinrich von Stein

would tear himself away and come over to his side. It

was all in vain—his friends never came to him ! Yet he

may have seen, as in a vision, some of those who now

reverentially climb the hill to the place where Zarathustra

passed away.
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1. Zarathustra thanking his animals and preparing them

for guests. ‘ I am so overflowing with happiness, and have no

one whom I can pay or even thank. So let me tender my
thanks to you, my animals.’ The quiet patience of one who
waits, in full reliance upon his friends.

“2. The guests as lures to entice him away from his

solitude. ’ I have not come to help sufferers,' etc.

“ 8. The hermit-saint, the pious one.

“4. Zarathustra sends out his animals as scouts. Alone,

without prayer, without animals. The highest tension.

“ 5. ‘ They come
!

' As the eagle and the snake are speak-

ing, the lion joins them ;—he weeps. Farewell to the cave for

ever.

“ A kind of festal procession. He marches with the four

animals to the city. .”
,

Failing in all attempts to find a publisher who would

buy from Schmeitzner the rights of his works, Nietzsche

decided to have this part printed at his own expense in

forty copies for himself and hie friends. In February,

1885, the work was finished. It had been carried on,

with various interruptions, at Ziirich, Mentone and Nice.

On February 14tli, 1885, he writes to Peter Gast:
“ Between ourselves, this last winter has borne new fruit,

but I have no publisher, and above all I no longer find

pleasure in seeing my books printed. The colossal

stupidity of publishing such a work as my Zarathustra

without being conipelled to do so has been righteously

paid in its own coin.” At the time he called this work

Noon and Eternity, and the present Part IV. Part I. : Hie

Temptation of Zarathustra.

He writes, again, to Gast on March 2l6t

:

“ You may perhaps shortly receive some proof-sheets
:
pray

don’t be impatient, my dear fellow, but help me once more. It

is the fourth and last part of Thus Spake Zarathustra: the

title 1 put in my last letter to you was a forlorn hope with a

view to a new publisher. I was looking for one, you know, and

naturally could not have offered him a ‘ fourth part’ For

what I still have to say as poet-prophet, I need a different form

from the one I have used hitherto : and it cost me a hard
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straggle to decide upon soeh a title for the sake of a new
pnblidier. Well, I didn’t find a pnblisher, so I am printing

the last part at my own expense. There will only be a few

copies, and the circulation will be entirely private. Please

don’t say or write to anyone that there’s a fourth part of

Zarathnstra."

In other letters of this period he also styles this part

the fourth and last, so that he must have given up the

idea of a proper sequel to Zarathustra. In his note book,

too, we find the entry :
“ Resolve : I will talk prose and

write no more Zarathustra” At any rate he had the

intention of beginning a new work, but perhaps (as he

writes to Gast) in a different form, in his capacity of

poet-prophet.

My brother set apart the privately printed copies of the

fourth part as gifts for his friends and for those ” who
had deserved well of him.” Only seven copies did he

find occasion to present under this latter heading—so

lonely, so little understood was he in those days. This

fourth part was not published until the Easter of 1892,

seven years after the first private printing, and when the

author was declared past hope of recovery.

Zarathustra is the highwater-mark of all that Nietzsche

conceived and wrote as a poet. In his childhood and

early youth he had devoted himself eagerly to poetry,

and in his fourteenth year his poems already assume a

form which justifies the inclusion of some of them in the

collection “ Poems and Maxims.”

We find in his works many sly reproaches and even

passionate indictments addressed to poets. These are

written in the same, often scornful, vein of humour in

which he ^as able to treat himself and his own
characteristics. In any case, he was perfectly conscious

of being a poet as well as a philosopher and prose-

writer. Thus he writes to Rohde in February, 1884

;

“ I have remained a poet in every sense of the term,

although I have let myself be swayed pretty thoroughly
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by the opposite of all poetizing.” During those years

when Zaraikustra was being composed, there grew in him

secretly the joy of singing, and that heaven-storming

poetic power which enabled him to fly “a thousand

miles beyond all that has hitherto been called poetry.”

Whatever my brother touched he endowed with new
form and filled with the fire of his innermost experiences ;

and accordingly he ci'eated for himself the new language

of Zarathustra, conceived in the highest poetic ecstasy

and written with his heart’s blood.

This work is framed, as it were, by a number of poems

which belong to the year preceding the first part and
especially to the interval between th^ third and fourth

parts, to that happy autumn of 1884. Even the

Dionysos Dithyrambs were first conceived in that autumn,

but they were not completed till 1886-1888.

If we now look back at the thirty years of poetic de-

velopment, we cannot but feel a deep melancholy. My
brother, after all, remained the same man throughout,

suffered from the same trials, sought to console himself

for life’s troubles in the same way, and strove towards

the same ideals. From first to last we find the sense of

loneliness, of having no home, of being strongly di'awn

towards Nature
;
a peculiar musical and lyrical mood,

a yearning for sympathetic friends, a painful sense of

being cut off from all that men are wont to take delight

in, to love, desire, reverence, and fear. How he tries to

conceal and make more endiirable the melancholy sub-

stratum of his nature and all his sad experiences, by
means of sly irony, and all kinds of jokes, even coarse

iokes ! And how he wings his way, with more and more
powerful strokes, towards the heights—^how from year

to year his individual happiness, his lonely mountain-

happiness, increases—^until he reaches the summit in

Thus Spake Zarathustra I And how he loved that work,

how deeply it moved him to hear the song of his own
soul 1 'V^enever I dip into my Zarathustra” he says,
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“ I walk up and down my room for half-an-hoor, unable

to repress my sobs.” The figure of Zarathustra is the

poet's highest creation, it is a type of eternal beauty, of

a divine transfiguration of the world—it is the superman

himself. So the poet felt him to be, and he writes in

Ecce Homo

:

Here, at every moment, man is surpassed,

and the concept ‘ superman ’ becomes the greatest

reality.”



CHAPTER XIX

PLANS AND TRAVELS

After completing the fourth part of Zarathustra my
brother was again overcome by that fit ofdepression which
always seized him after such an exceptional mental strain.

This time, however, there were special reasons for making
him feel sick at heart. Heinrich von Stein had dis-

appointed us in our hope that he would attach himself to

Nietzsche. One who knew both Wagner and Nietzsche
well described humorously how Stein, under the magic
of Nietzsche’s extraordinary personality, had almost
forgotten the purpose for which he had been sent, with
Gosima’s blessing, to Sils-Maria—namely, to bring
Nietzsche back to the Bayreuth fold. It was only when
the initial glamour wore off slightly that he remembered
bis mission, an<l in very tactless fashion—as is the way
of Bucli noble natures when they try to reconcile con-
flicting sentiments—he made my brother the amazing
suggestion that he should help to write a Wagner
lexicon. “ No one knows nowadays how to behave,”
grumbled my brother in a letter to mo.
Only those who see from Nietzsche’s private notes

how the later Wagner as thinker, philosopher and stylist

almost reduced him to despair, can realise the humour,
the tragic humour, of this proposal of Stein’s. My
brother had ardently hoped that Stein would lay his

own work aside in order to become his disciple and
much-needed support, and it was painful to have to

abandon this hope. He wrote in his note-book :
** Men

who are destinies, who carry destinies in that they carry
themselves, the whole company of heroic burden-bearers—^how gladly would they for once enjoy a rest from
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themselves I How they yearn for strong hearts and

necks, in order to be rid of their sense of oppression, if

only for a few hours ! And how vainly they yearn 1

—

They wait : they look at all that passes : no one comes

to meet them with a jot of sufTering or passion : no one

divines how intensely they wait. At last they learn their

first bit of worldly wisdom—^to wait no longer: and

then their second—^to he affable and discreet, to endure

everyone and everything, in a word, to endure even a

little more than they have hitherto endured.”

And he had a good deal to endure in those days. At
the end of the winter he was dissatisfied with his fellow-

hoarders and with Nice itself. He writes :
“ As a per-

manency Nice is impossible—the big town, the intolerable

noise of trafilc, and so forth. What is more, I am sick

of my fellow-boarders. The company is really too low-

class, and one hardly dares to look and see how one’s

dear neighbour at table uses his knife and fork. As for

the conversation that goes on at meals, the less said the

better. I think regretfully of my isolation in Genoa.

True, I lived there in the poorest style, but I was not

surrounded by a mediocre mob of (Armans : it was a

nobler life, and it suited me lietter.”

Accordingly he looked forward with impatience to the

printing of Zarathnstra, Part IV., and on March 30th,

1885, he writes to Gast

:

It’s strange, bat 1 can’t remember ever having felt fleanre

at undertaking a jonmey to any particular spot. This time,

however, the thought that I shall soon be in Venice and with

yon is refreshing and delightful, it is like the hope of con-

valescence to some long-suffering invalid. I have made the

discovery that Venice is the only place that has satisfied me
and done me good. . . . The scenery at Sils-Maria is just

the thing for me, but the village itself, I am sorry to say, is

not. If only I could preserve a proper solitude and hermitage

there ! Bul^the place is coming into fashion. . . .

**
If yon only knew how alone in the world I am now, and

how much sense of hnmonr 1 need to avoid spitting into some
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one’s bee now and then from sheer disgost! Happily the

crasy fother of Zarathostra has something of his son’s good

manners.

“Bat if I come to Venice and to yoa, there’ll be an

end for some time of ‘politeness’ and ‘sense of hnmoor’
and ‘disgust’ and the whole damned Nice>ness—eh, dear

friend?’’

Yet this stay in Venice did not turn out so pleasantly

as had been anticipated. He was usually in excellent

spiiits when at Venice, but this time Peter Gast cast a

damper. In his letters Fritz spoko of Gast in very

angry terms, saying that he did not come forward,

showed no energy, and so forth. He complained, too, of

many personal matters, e.g., that Gast*had been no help

to him in looking for a suitable place to live in. For

these reasons he left Gast more than usual to his

composing, went for lonely walks, or associated with

acquaintances, old and new, whom he met by chance.

To Foreter, who had sent him a letter from Naumburg,
he writes

:

“ At last I am settled : I have presence of mind, presence of

inkstand, and everything requisite for writing a letter. So
here goes

!

“ Now and then a good day drops down to me from the

skies : so it happened lately, when I was once more in the

only town I love. And it was just then, among all the good

gifts of my first morning on the Piazza of San Marco, that

your letter came to hand. I could not have read it at a more
auspicious moment.
“ Well, it can’t be helped, my sister will go into ‘ the wide,

wide world ’ with you, my dear Doctor. Love is leading the

Lama—apologies ! I have called her that up to now—into

many dangers, it seems, far from home, into a life full of

temptations. Some things will go well, others badly : on the

whole, she has a heroic future before her. So have I: it

seems that this is characteristic of our stock. And if love

leads her in a less ‘abstract’ form than it leads me, perhaps

she has a better taste, and has chosen ‘ the better part ’

:

namely, Herr Bernhard Forster. In such matters, women
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ate shrewder than men. We men ran after * truth’ and

simMar pallid beauties, and if we get on at all, we get to the

point of doubting whether we are capable of loving anyone at

all from the bottom of our hearts. This, to conclude from

letters and other p^diological documents, has not been my
sister’s fate.

“ This is not to be taken as a sigh on my part, but as an
objection to the over-flattering tone of your letter. If we love

a thing, we should love its seamy side as well (life is so

arranged, it seems to me, that we pay too dear for everything).

To quote my son Zarathustra, * every evil thing has its two

good facets,’ and whatever may befall you, my dear Doctor,

my sister will help you to find ‘ the good facets ’ and a clear

sky. This, too, seems characteristic of our stock.”

t

My brother would on no account come to my wedding,

and wrote me a touching letter

;

•• My dear Lama, for the day that is to decide your destiny

(and no one can wish you happiness and prosperity and good

omens more sincerely than I)—for this day I must draw up a

sort of bidance-Bheet for my own life. Henceforth your mind
and heart will, of course, be occupied with quite different

affairs from those of your brother. It is only natural that you

should come more and more to share your husband’s way of

thinking, which is very far from being mine, however much 1

may find in it to praise and respect. To show you, however,

how much care and consideration a verdict on your brother

needs, I am telling you to-day, in token of my great affection

for you, wherein lie the difficulties of my position. From
chil^ood upwards 1 have so far found no one with whom I

have so much trouble on my conscience. This compels me
to-day, as at all times—so for as can be done, and often

with much bad temper—to portray myself under some schedule

or other of the human types at present permitted and under-

stood. ' It is an article of my creed that one can only thrive

among men of the same disposition and desires (this extends

even to food and care of the body); that 1 have no such

parallel is my misfortune. My career at the universitiy was a

tiresome attempt to adapt myself to a wrong environment:

my attachment to Wagner was a nmilar attempt, but in an

opposite direction. Almost all my human relationshave arisen
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from fits of horror at bemg lonely : Overbeck, as ^rell as B^e

and Malwida—I was absurdly happy when I fonnd or thought

I had found some little point in common with any one of them.

I have countless humiliating memories of such attacks of weak-

ness, of occasions when solitude was simply more than I could

bear. Then, consider my illness, which always makes me
feel so terribly disheartened—^it is not for nothing that I have

been so ill (and even now rather ill, that is to say, depressed)

—

it is only tecause I lack the proper environment, and always

have to play a little comedy, instead of gaining health from

contact with men. Hence I don’t look upon myself in the

least as a reserved or secretive or suspicious person : on the

contrary ! If I were, I should suffer less. But it is not so

easy to impart ourselves, however much we may wish to do so

:

we must find someone to whom it is possible to impart ourselves.

The feeling that in me there is something remote and alien,

that I give certain words a unique flavour, that I have a

richly-coloured, deceptive foreground, this very feeling, of

which 1 have lately heard from various quarters, is the

subtlest form of ‘ understanding ’ that I have yet come across.

All that I have so far written is foreground—^to my own mind
it must all be placed in inverted commas. Very dangerous

are the things I have had to handle, and if in popular style

I at one time recommend Schopenhauer or Wagner to the

Hermans, at another conceive Zarathustra, I not only regain

my health by such feats, but also build up barricades, behind

which I can once more sit for a long time in peace."

In the spring he began his notes for Beyond Good and

EvU. As for my mari'iage, he felt (not without cause)

that he had partly contributed to this unwished-for

event, by implying at times that I could do him no
further service. He was now troubled at the idea that I

should have to go away so far from Germany. “ It cuts

me to the quick; this spring is one of the gloomiest

springs of my life,” he writes to our mother, (^ite

unjustly, he regarded Forster as unsuited for colonisa-

tion: “a historian of art, a public schoolmaster as

coloniser seems to me simply ridiculous,” he would often

say to our mother, who shared his anxieties as to my
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marriage. He writes to her: cannot see how his

future will shape. Personally I am too aristocratic to

put myself on the same footing, legally and socially, as

twenty peasant families, in the way he proposes to do.

Under such conditions the man who is most ready-witted

and has the strongest toiU gains the upper hand
; and in

both these respects German savants are poorly equipped.

Vegetable diet, as Dr. F. understands it, only makes

such people easier to irritate and put out of humour.

Look at the carnivorous English—^that’s the race which

has BO far been best at colonising. Phlegm and roast

beef form the recipe for such enterprises.”

As a matter of fact my husband, with all his vegeta-

rianism and book-learning, did possess will-power, and

readiness of wit, and was marked out bv Nature as

leader and ruler of a community. Moreover, the colony

was not founded on any principle of equality. This

proved impracticable from the first, since it was princi-

pally poor people who came to us ; they received land

from us as a gift and lived on the advances that we made.

Happily, my brother’s stay at Sils-Mariu, after Venice,

turned out far pleasanter than many prerious summers.

He had the companionship of his “ dear trio ” of ladies,

Madame de Mansouroif and Mrs. and Miss Fynn, while

an elderly German lady offered herself for writing from

dictation. Thus he was kept from writing and reading.

Even the idea of my departure for Paraguay began to

please him, and he actually thought of going there some

time himself. He writes to Overbeck :
" Between our-

selves, I have many cares on my mind—^aud also some

ciirious desires, regarding this very new world of

Paraguay. Any moment Europe may become impossible

for me ; and perhaps in that distant country there’ll be

a bough for a stray bird like me (as I have written * I

hang on a crooked bough,’ et&).”

All through the summer of 1865, my brother was

considering whether he could come to us in Germany, in
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order to become more intimately acquainted with mj
husband and say good-bye to both of us before our depar-

ture for Paraguay in 1886. Being generally in good health

during the summer of 1885, he had plunged deep into

work, and naturally this proved bad for his eyes.

He was trying to express his main ideas more and more

clearly, and the effort sometimes cost him sleepless

nights. Gould he succeed in making his philosophy

intelligible to others ? This was his constant care, and
now that he felt himself to be on the right track, he

thought it inadvisable to interrupt his work by a journey.

Moreover, much as he wished to see me and talk to me
before our going away, he dreaded the emotional scene

of a personal farewell. These various sentiments are

illustrated in the following letter to my mother and
myself (September 6th) :

My dear ones,—Your charming gifts and enticing eatables

have come to hand—alas, there was no need of allurements !

You can’t imagine what a cruel home sickness has long been

torturing me and trying to persuade me to make the journey

North. Then there are other spells to lure me in your

direction ; for instance, the fact that in all probability the Lion

of St. Mark—^that opera which is as balm to my soul—will be

produced this summer in Dresden. For all that, it’s no good

!

it’s no good ! I am an unlucky dog in the matter of health, as

you know, and with all my precautions things have gone badly

this year. The reason is that I burden myself with too many
duties and scruples, such as could only be endured by the

rudest animal health. Perhaps you don’t quite understand,

but, you can believe me, 1 suffer from this night and day.

Yon know, too, that 1 can put a good face upon it, and from
time to time even have fits of happiness and devil-may-care

cheerfulness. But for that, I should long since have ceased to

live. It is very hard for me not to see the Lama before she

starts—^it cuts me to the quick. Yet I think it is better so—
and not only for my own sake. A meeting might make it

clear, all too clear, how isolated your Fritz now feels—for I

have by new got rid of aU my friends, without exception—and
how he is actually living in a land more distant, more foreign,

L.ir. B
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moro inaccessible than"Paraguay. Bat ire should all show a

brave face to each other, for we have no light tasks before os.

This sammer in Sils-Maria I have often spoken &voarably

about my brother-in-law’s scheme, both to Germans and

foreigners; and now that he has withdrawn from a movement
which, like every negative efiort, may well involve the danger

of demoralising a noble nature, I am quite interested in his

enterprise and wish him all success. The Lama will get on all

right, no doubt of that (only it worries me to think that from

love for her husband she eats too little meat—‘ the same thing

doesn’t suit everyone ’—apologies !).... Sils remains my
summer quarter—that's settled, thanks to some alterations for

the benefit of my eyes. Now I must fix upon my winter

quarters; I shall first try Florence. With love and tears,

your Fritz.” '

Yet a week after writing the above he was on the

way to us after all. “ A business matter, which seemed

to make a personal settlement advisable,” he said,

jestingly, “came to the aid of my own inclinations.”

He stayed in Germany about seven weeks, dividing his

time between Naumbimg and Leipzig. He writes to

Overbeck

;

" Greetings from Leipzig ! This will come to yon as a

surprise. But 1 couldn’t resist one more visit to Germany
(where there is nothing that either my body or my soul needs

any further) so as to be with my brother and sister again

—

perhaps for the last time ! For in January or February the

new colonists start off, happily not alone, but in a numerous

and respectable company. I haven’t seen Dr. Forster, he’s

still in Westphalia. ... As regards his character, I am pleased

to hear a universal chorus of praise (for I wanted to get an

average notion of his reputation through friend and foe alike).

Generally speaking, there are good reasons for distrusting the

anti-Semites. Their cause, by the way, is more popular than

one thinks from a distance: it seems to me to be warmly

espoused, in particular, by the whole Prussian nobility.—

I

have examined the question of colonising Paraguay, not

without an idea at the back of my mind that I might find a

haven there for myself. But this intention I have now
entirely given up; it doesn’t suit my climatic requirements.
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Otherwise the whole seheme is exceedingly sound. It’s a

splendid bit of land for German agrionltorists, and any

Westphalian or Pomeranian, if he doesn’t expect an Eldorado,

may sail there with every confidence. Whether it's the right

place for my sister and her husband is another matter. I

confess that this question causes my mother and myself much
uneasiness. Another source of anxiety is my mother's being

left alone. Perhaps she will live for a part of the year with

me, say in Venice. That would be an excellent thing for me,

for with my bodily condition and semi-blindness I need some-

one to look after me more and more- -to say nothing of my
spiritual isolation, from which with the best will I can no
longer be drawn. I regard this as my lot, and will learn not

to look upon this lot as a misfortune." ,

All through ovir walks and talks of that autumn we
had the melancholy feeling that we should never be able

to speak to each other in the same way again. My
brother told me more than ever before of the inner

connexion of his ideas. I did not understand much at

the time, but the sound of his voice, the expression of

his face is still a beloved memory. I must be deeply

grateful to him for the saciifice he made ; for it was
most difficult for him to tell of the thoughts that lay

nearest his heart. He preferred to be silent even about

piiinful personal experiences, and hence arose those

misunderstandings between us in the years 1882-1884.

How far harder it was to speak of the teachings he
proposed to offer to humanity ! It was only the likeli-

hood that we should not see each other again for many
years, if at all, which led him to speak to me of his

momentous plans.

I, on my side, had revelations to make. The little

“treasure-chest” in which I secretly collected the

memoranda which he neglected and wished to have
burnt, had now become a fairly large box. This I now
showed him, begging him earnestly not to consign any-

thing to the flames. He looked at the contents with
astonishment, and said with deep emotion :

“ My whole

B 2
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youth !
” He had almost forgotten the vexy existence of

these MSS., nay, in all the wealth of his teeming brain

he had scarcely remembered ever having written them.

1 read him some splendid extracts, and specified the

period when each was written. “ Sister,” he said, “you
are born to be my biographer. All this belongs to you,

and when you come back you will find some additions I

have made.” I deprecated the notion, remarking that I

would never write a book (he alludes playfully to this in

certain aphorisms), and that he must write his life

himself, a task for which he had already made some

preparations. “ Why yes, I will,” he answered thought-

fully. When he Came to Naumburg in the spring of

1886, he put one or two MSS. into the box, but after-

wards, until my return from Paraguay in 1893, the box

was forgotten.

As if to cheat ourselves into dispelling the sense of

melancholy, we also built many a castle in the air for his

future, which was to me such a source of anxiety. As I

dreaded his isolation more than anything, and knew that

he was an excellent teacher for young men of talent, I

reverted to my old proposal that he should give lectures,

free from the bias of hie more esoteric doctrines, in some

university. In the spring of 1885 I had already paved

the way for this in many quarters, and bad written to

him on the subject. He replies :
“ Your proposals for the

future sound very attractive, and I cannot thank you

enough for the loving care to which they bear witness.

I am becoming too blind to do much reading or writing.

Every day I get enough ideas to fill two stout volumes

by a German professor, but I have no one fit to receive

the stufil There is so much that is unorthodox, so much
that would hurt other people. I admit that I should be

glad to deliver a lecture now and then, with due regard

for the conventions, as a moralist and ‘ educator ’ who
has no bee in his bonnet ; but undergraduates are so

stupid, and Professors are still stupider. And where
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should I give them ? In Jena ? There’s no place that I

now care to live in, except Venice.” In the autumn of

that year wo arrived at a similar negative result, although

we had some thoughts of Zurich. Finally we discussed

many literary and business matters, among others a re-

modelling and continuation of Human^ All Too Human.
It was, however, already doubtful whether it would not

be better to write a sequel to some other book, e.g.^

Dawn of Day. We went to Leipzig together, to look

for a new publisher. My brother wished to break with

Schmeitzner, who besides his previous offences was now
continually telling him that “ the public refused to read

his aphorisms.” On this journey Fritz told me that he
had already completed a good part of the book he
proposed to offer to the new publisher.

After his stay in Naumburg and Leipzig, which this

time suited him fairly well (“ It did me good,” he writes,
“ to be with you, my dear ones ”), he began to look about
him for some winter resort other than Nice. His last

winter there was a painful memory. First he went to

Munich, where he spent many pleasant hours with his

old friend Freiherr von Seydlitz. From Munich he
pfissed on to Florence, where he really intended to stay

—

that is to say, in the neighbourhood, at Vallombrosa or

at Paradisino, which lies higher. Both had been recom-
mended him by a Herr Lansky, but were presumably
not suited for late autumn, so that he abandoned the
idea. On Florence he writes to Freiherr von Seydlitz :

“ In Florence I surprised the Astronomer in his

observatory, which commands a glorious view of city,

valley and river. Will you believe that in his room he
had the well-thumbed writings of your humble servant,

and that this white-haired old man enthusiastically

recited passages from Human, All Too Human ? The
picture of this noble and perfect hermit-life was the most
precious gift that Florence had to offer me—^and at the
same time the sharpest sting, a sting of conscience. For
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obviously this lonely investigator had advanced Airther

in the wisdom of life (and not only in the discovery of

comets and nebulae) than your friend.”

Great was our astonishment when we suddenly received

a postcard (Noveml)er 11 th), not fi*om Florence, but

firom Nice. “ Don’t let it l>e tot> much of a shock to

you to hear of the Hamlet mole fi'om Nice instead of

Vallombrosa (‘Valley of the Shadows’). It has been

very valuable to test the air of Leipzig, Munich, Florence,

Genoa and Nice almost simultaneously. You can’t

imagine how easily Nice has won the prize in this

competition. As before, I am at the Pension de Gentve

;

it has become very charming through alterations in

building and upholstering. My neighbtuir at table is a

bishop, a Monsignore, who can sj>eak German.—Your

devoted Prince Squirrel.” (This was a name that

recalled childhfMxVs days
;

he now revived it with

reference to his rapid changes f»f residence.)

Some weeks later he writes :
“ 1 feel as if I were in

Nice for the first time
;
at any rate I know how' to make

use of the beautiful elements that suit me, and to ignore

the rest. The glorious air, the delicate colouring, the

indescribable sunniness— it all has an inspiring etl’ect, on

me at any rate. In this congenial climate, my brain is

worth ten times more than in Leipzig orZiirich. Them’s

no question that every year (every irinier, that is to say)

I advance a step forw'ard towards healtli—towards brain-

health, if not eye-health. The prospect of lectures in

Zurich is very inviting, but for many reasons I must not

look at it too closely.” In particular, the climate of

Ziirich seemed to him unsuitable :
“ one can’t pack the

sky of Nice, with its 220 cloudless days, into one’s trunk,

and carry it about like a portable stove.”

Towards Christmas, however, the high spirits which

Nice had caused were already somewhat on the wane.

He had worked hard at the new book and strained his

eyenght. Moreover, he hankered after the joys of a
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OhristmaB at home, which in my case was to be the first

in Europe for many a long year. In the following, as in

other letters of this chapter, he calls illness what most

people would call depression. Perhaps this was due to

reports which showed him how sadly his writings were

misunderstood. He writes to me (December 20th,

1885)

:

“My dear Lama,—I hope none of my letters has gone

astray ; I can no longer control their despatch. 1 have been

rather at a standstill of late, since my health has not been

good. 1 don't like to say much about this, so it’s better to

give up writing letters. 1 have now spent seven years in

solitude, and my opinion is that I am ^not really cut out for

the part of a recluse. Now that 1 cannot see any chance of

getting rid of this loneliness, such a weariness of life suddenly

comes over me almost every week that it makes me ill. My
diet seems to mo quite sensible ; at midday I take bread and

milk, and at six 1 have dinner in the Pension de Geneve
where the cookery suits my digestion. I no longer need

sleeping-draughts ; at any rate, the pint of Munich Eindl-

Brau beer which 1 often drink seems to me rather a digestive, it

docbii't make me sleepy. I now have an antipathy to grog,

I am sorry to say that my room is too cold, now that the

thermometer occasionally falls to 4 degrees below zero

rOentigrade]. Then again, I am horribly disturbed by music

—

there's a child that strums its scales, while behind me there’s

a violinist and a cornet-player. 1 do indeed hope for an

improvement, but not for this winter, which I merely want
to luHt ojit. The worst of it is that 1 am entirely lacking in

social resources of the better sort, so that 1 hardly know any
human being whom 1 should care to have living here with

me. I should indeed like Gast, because he is the only

musician whose taste I can relish, and because he knows how
to live like a hermit, in simple fashion. But I need Jiwre

than some occasional music.
“ 1 have received a delightful little machine for beating up

eggs. I have not used it yet—can you tell me what sort of a

saucepan is needed ? It will be jolly to use and will remind
me pleasantly of you. How stupid that I no longer have any-

one with whom I can laugh ! If I were rich enough and in
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better health, I should emigrate to Japan, only so as to have

gaiety around me. (To my astonishment I find that Seydlits

has suffered the same spiritual change, he is the first

Japanese Glerman—read the enclosed newspaper cuttings.)

I like to be in Venice, because one might easily lead a

Japanese existence there—some of the necessary conditions

are to be found. The rest of Europe is gloomy and pessi-

mistic ; the ghastly corruption of music by Wagner is only a

single instance of the general corruption and misery.

"Now Christmas has come round again, and it's sad to

think that I am still condemned, as for seven years past, to

live like a pariah or a Cynic misanthrope. No one troubles

any longer about brightening my existence, the Lama has

‘something better to do'—at any rate, enough to do! All

my old acquaintances have become stale and hard. When I

reflect how I have always taken pot-luck, I shudder at the

future, foreseeing as I do the kind of men with whom I shall

have to take pot-luck, at the prospect of being driven by that

hunger which makes the devil eat flies.—A cheerful Christmas

letter, this !

’’

As a matter of fact this letter, which made me feel very

sad, did indeed seem to him too melancholy and too much
spiced with grim humour ; for a few days later he writes

us a cheerful Christmas letter, to which I must add the

explanation that on his last visit 1 had given him the

playful nickname of " our famous animal ”
:

"My dear ones,—The weather is glorious, so your ‘ animal

'

must once more look pleasant, although it has had some very

gloomy days and nights. But Christmas was indeed a day of

rejoicing. At midday I gotyour dear presents, and in a twink-

ling the chain was about my neck, and the pretty little calendar

in my waistcoat pocket. If there waa money in the letter,

as Mother writes, it has disappeared. Please pardon your poor

blind animal, who undid the parcel in the street ; I was looking

very eagerly for the letter. I hope some poor old woman was

near and thus found her ‘ Christ-child ’ in the street.—Then I

drove to my peninsula of St. Jean, took a long walk round the

coast and finally sat down among some young soldiers, who
were playing bowls. Fresh roses and geraniums in the hedges,

and everything green and warm ;
not in the least Northern.
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Here yoor animal drank three big glasses of a sveet local

wine, and was just a wee bit tipsy ; at any rate when the waves

came too near, I said to them ‘ Bntsch ! Bntsch ! Bntsch !
’ as

one says to fowls. Then 1 went back to Nice and had a regal

dinner at my boarding-house ; there was a big Christmas-tree,

with lighted tapers. Fancy, I have found a fashionable baker

who knows what is meant by ‘ curd-cakes ’
! He tells me that

the King of Wiirttemberg ordered one for his birthday. The

word ' regal ’ made me think of this.

“ I have been ill for a day or two, so the letter remained

unfinished. In the meantime Overbeck wrote to say that

Bobde has been offered a post at Leipzig. Will he accept it,

I wonder ? It's curious to think that everyone I know is now
going to Leipzig or its neighbourhood. This makes me feel

that I am not quite homeless. After all, it was pleasant in

Leipzig last spring; a little melancholy, but—like all the joys

of life for a man of my sort—tinged with a faint rose-fragrance

of the irrecoverable past.

" Sooner or later, my eyes will be unable to endure anything

but forest air; but old friends will have to live near these
‘
forests.’—1 see that by a decree of the Leipzig city council,

war has been declared on garlic—this is the only form of

anti-Semitism which smells good to your old cosmopolitan

rhinoceros. Apologies ! Your ever loving F.

“F.S.— have learnt to sleep again—without sleeping-

draughts !

”

lu spite of all my husband’s assurances that he would

not expose me to excessively trying conditions, my
brother continued to be anxious about my future, and to

express his conviction that some other career would have

suited me far better. I should have been only too glad

to take him with us ; and indeed, in order to connect

him in some concrete fashion with this new world, I

proposed that, like some relatives of my husband, he

should buy a plot of laud in our future colony for £15.

He found the proposal very diverting :

'*Dear old Lama,” he writes, ”1 have just received your

charming proposal. If it can serve in any way to make your
husband think well of that incorrigible European and anti-
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anti'Seimte, your retiring brother Fritz (thongh no donbt he
hzB eometldng better to do than trouble about me), I will

gladly follow in Fraulein Alwinchen Forster’e footsteps, and

beg yon to make me a South American landowner under

similar conditions : with this reservation, however—^that the

bit of land is not called ‘ Friedrichsland ' or ‘ Friedrichsgrove

'

(because at present 1 have no wish to die and be buried there),

but, in memory of the name I have given you, Lamaland.
“ Seriously speaking, I would send yon all I have, if it could

help to bring you back again soon. All who know and love you
think it would be far better if you were spared this experiment.

However suitable that country may be for German colonisation,

no one can say that you two ought to be the colonists. There

seems to be some danger there for a Lama who is accustomed

to a comfortable oivilisation and thrives best under such

conditions. All this heating of the emotions is too tropical,

and in my opinion, not even healthy, for a Lama (or in general

for our family type, whose art lies in the reconciliation of

contrasts) : one remains younger and more handsome if one

does not hate or suspect. Moreover, it seems to me that your

nature is more suited to a Germanic movement here in

Europe
:
just as the wife of Dr. Forster, who, as I felt again in

reading his essay on education, has a natural mission as a

German educational director—and not (if yon will excuse my
saying so) as organiser of a movement which is three parts

bad. What is now urgently needed in Germany is independent

educational establishments, which actively oppose the State

system of slave-drilling. The confidence reposed in Dr. Forster

by the German nobility appears to me a sufScient guarantee

that under his guidance some such sort of Schnepfental or

Hofwyl (yon remember ? where old Yischer was trained) would

be a success. But over there, among peasants, in contact

with Germans who are possibly embittered and envenomed,

and in any case impossible—well, there is every reason for

anxiety. The great stupid sea in between ! and whenever hews

of a hurricane is brought, your brother will be angry and

wonder how the Lama came to rush into such an adventure.

I compose myself as best I can, but every day and especially

in the evening 1 am overpowered with melancholy—^just

because the Lama is running away and giving up her brother's

traditions. Well, it’s no use grumbling ;
life is an experiment,

and, do what we will, we pay too high a price for it. Go on,
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my dear Lama, and now that yon have made np yonr mind,

lam the Intore oonrageonsly ! Yonr F.”

His various adverse and sceptical conunents on the

colonial enterprise have been much misunderstood, and it

is for this reason that I dwell upon the matter. On the

one hand there was his brotherly concern, on the other

hand his hostility towards anti-Semitism. The latter

idea I tried to combat as much as possible, for the fact is

that the anti-Semitic party did nothing whatever for my
husband’s colony. In answer to my protest, my brother

says :
“ You say that New Germany has no connexion

with anti-Semitism, but 1 know for certain that the

colonising scheme is essentially anti-Semitic. I know
this from that Correspondenzblatt [Correspondence Journal],

which is circulated in secret and is sent only to the most

trustworthy members of the party. (I hope your husband

doesn’t show it you, it’s becoming more and more

unpleasant.) Still, I think it’s quite likely that the

party only talks about the colony, and does nothing.”

This last observation was perfectly right, and in fact

his view of the whole project was remai'kably accurate.

lie was wrong only about the coloniser, for my husband

displayed an unusual talent for the work. I still hear

from Paraguay, on good authority, that if FSrster had not

died so young, the colony of New Germany would have

been all that he projected—^that with his eminent gifts

for colonising he would have attained all that he hoped
to attain for the glory of Germany. On the other hand
Prince Bismarck is reproached with not having used a

man of such colonising ability for German colonies at

home and abroad. In such matters the English show
• • 1 •

°
more msignt and experience.

It was a pity that my brother had taken it into his

head that not only his anti-Semitic publisher Schmeitzner

but his connexion with Forster was doing harm to him
and his works :

“ The whole German press has main-
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tamed a dead silence about my works—' since then !
’ says

Overbeck.” He himself found his occasional reproaches

against me unfair, for I was as little of an anti-Semite

as one can possibly be. I think that, to be a real anti-

Semite in feeling, one must come from a different

environment to ours. My brother and I had spent our

whole childhood in a strongl}" Conservative circle, and the

Conservatives in the Prussian Diet at the time were led

and very ably represented by a Jew, Professor Stahl of

Halle. All through our childhood we never met a single

Jew, and there were none in Naumburg. We had a

great respect for Mendelssohn and his sister, and I was
a particular admirer of Disraeli, whose novels 1 had read,

and whose career—an account of which I had read some-

where—^impressed me profoundly. My brother, indeed,

knew little of Disraeli : he did not read English lx)okB

with facility. I still regret this, for Disraeli is such a

wonderful instance of the will to power. How, then,

could I have become a real anti-Semite ? One would

need different experiences for that, perhaps one would

have to live in Berlin. My brother writes, indeed

:

“You say you have married Forster the coloniser, not

Forster the anti-Semite. That is true, but in the eyes

of the world Forster will remain the head of the anti-

Semitic party to the end of his days.” But for this, my
brother would have entirely approved of the l)old project.

He thought, however, that the connexion would damage

his reputation “ as if he were publicly deciying a move-

ment that he favoured in private.” In one of his letters

to me he touches upon his general views on anti-Semitism

(May 3rd, 1888): “. . . Once.more I am dealing with

my whole attitude towards anti-Semitism or the anti-

Semites. I can find a good deal to say in their favour,

since there are so many among them worthy of all respect,

efficient and strong-willed persons. Yet this does not

prevent me from waging war upon anti-Semitism—nay

rather, it compels me to fight a movement which wastes
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and weakens so much vital power. But remember this

:

where I despise, I wage no war !

”

How much loyalty there was in my brother’s nature

is shown particularly by his remaining so loyal towards

me, although there were many persons and circumstances

that tended to make him otherwise. In 1888 he writes

:

“ Strange ! You are the only person in whom, instinc*

tively as it were, I place unqualified trust. Your modest

way of suggesting h3
rpotheses leads superficial people to

assume that you are not sure of your ground. Moreover,

you seem too proud or too maladroit to defend yourself

and your hypotheses—^perhaps because you are so con-

vinced of the truth of what you s%y that you cannot

realise that there might be any doubt in the matter.

In the end I found, as always, that every word you said

was right, every doubt you raised was justified.”

The most remarkable thing, however, is that my
brother entrusted me with his literary arrangements, not

only several times by word of mouth, but also in writing,

and that, too, at a time when the Overbecks’ machinations

against me were at their height. After that return

journey from Rome in 1883, when we planned the forma-

tion of the archives (which was entrusted to me), he wrote

:

“ My ' future ’ is to me the darkest thing in the world

;

but as I have still much to do, I ought to regard this

completion of my task as my ‘ future,’ and leave every-

thing else to you and the gods.” Even the temporary

estrangements which followed did not shake this confi-

dence: in 1882-1884 he was always saying: “Lisbeth

must do that,” “the Lama may think that over.” In
March, 1888, he once more lays stress upon the tie of

blood which drew us together. “ How strongly I feel, in

all that you say and do, that we belong to the same
stock. You understand more of me than others do,

because we come of the same parentage. This fits in

very well with my ‘ philosophy.’ ” But it must not be
assumed that my brother from youth upwards confided
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in me as to his philosophical schemes and opnions.

Oarefiil as he was to refrain from burdening friends and
disciples with ideas that they could not grasp, he would

have regarded it as most injudicious to entrust a sister,

several years younger than himself, and living part of the

year in a North German provincial town amid extremely

pious circles, with ideas that suited neither her training

nor her environment. Moreover, to my brother’s joy and
sorrow alike, I remained outwardly and inwardly youthful

long past my youth. He would often sigh :

‘
‘ Oh, Lisbeth,

if only you would become a sceptical old dame !
” We were

always looking forward to a time when we should both

be old, as to a time when I should have become versed

in his philosophy and we should thoroughly understand

each other. I venture to give from one of his letters a

passage, which, though far too flattering to me, seems so

characteristic for my brother’s relation towards others

:

“ It was with great satisfaction that I read my brother-in*

law’s eology of his ’ incomparable wife.’ I am proad to have

trained you. Very few women would surmount these excep-

tional c^culties with so much courage, contentment and
cheerfulness. But a little less modesty, please ! Don’t forget

that the herd demands picturesque people, i.e., those whose
talents, aims and successes make a picture of such thick and
obvious strokes as to be recognisable to the dullest eye. The
herd has a great respect for the poseur, for one who can strike

attitudes—a thing we both hate doing. It is only an intellect

of a more refined type that can understand the shame of the

aristocrat, who hides his best and highest qualities under a
simple exterior. I am sure that very few of the people over

there have any notion of how you try to realise your ideals

—^with what rnthlessness towards yourselves, with what
passionate determination. All I ask myself is ; are these ideals

worth so much sacrifice? I am afraid you will have many
disappointments to overcome! Ultimately you’ll become a
sceptical old dame, without having lost your pluck, and be a

fit companion for your sceptical old brother. How we’ll laugh

then over the confounded idealism of our youth—^but perhaps

with tears in our laughter !

”



CHAPTER XX
FBOM BETONB GOOD AND EVIL TO THE GENEALOGY OF

MORALS

While composing the several parts of Zarathustra^

Nietzsche had once more taken up the ideas that had
occupied him in Dawn of Day and The Joyful Wisdom.
Indirectly, of course, these studies bore an intimate

relation to Zaratliustra^ for, as my brother so justly

observes, “We philosophers have no right to make each
of our works stand by itself, either in its errors or in its

truths. As inevitably as the fruit of a tree, our ideas

and values, our ayes and noes and ifs and whethers grow
out of us in close kinship, as products of one will, one
health, one soil and one sun.”

His memoranda of the years 1883-1885 apparently
contain plans for various books. For one, called Morality

for Moralists and The Innocence of Becoming a Signpost

towards the Emancipation from Morality^ the notes are
pai'ticularly copious. In the summer of 1884, however,
preparations for his chief philosophical work, afterwards
called The Will to Power^ took pride of place. As we
have already seen, this prose masterpiece, the counter-
part of his poetical masterpiece Zarathustra^ was to be
worked at for six years. His notes contain the following
fundamental views to be expounded in the book

:

** First Principle. All the valuations that have obtained
hitherto proceed from a false, spurious science ; they are no
longer binding, even if they have become a matter of sentiment,
of instinct, of conscience.

“ Second Principle. Instead of faith, which is no longer
possible for us, we set above us a strong will, which establishes

a preliminary series of values, as a tentative axiom, so that we
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may see how tax we can get thereby, like eailon on an
unknown sea. As a matter of fact, all that ‘faith* was
nothing more than this, but the training of the intellect was
formerly too defective to endure our noble caution.

“ Third PrindpU. Courage of head and heart is the

distinctive mark of us Europeans : a courage gained in the

conflict of many opinions. Great suppleness in the combat
with religions that have become subtle in argument, and a
stubborn severity, nay cruelty. Vivisection is a test : he who
cannot stand the test is not of our company, and usually

there are other signs that he is not one of us, (e.y., Zdllner).

'* Fourth Principle. Mathematics consists of definitions and

of conclusions drawn from definitions. The things it treats

of do not exist. The truth of its conclusions depends upon the

accuracy of logical .thinking. If mathematics is applied, the

same thing happens as with ‘ means and end ' explanations

:

reality is classified and simplified

—

i.e., falsified.

“Fifth Principle. What we believe most firmly, all that

depends on a priori reasoning, is none the more certain for

being so firmly believed. It may torn out to be nothing more
than a necessity for the existence of our species—some sort of

basic assumption. Hence other beings might have different

basic assumptions, e.g., four dimensions. Yet all these

assumptions might be false—or rather, how far could any*

thitig be * true in itself ’ ? That is fundamental nonsense

!

“ Sixth Principle. We should by now have become manly

enough not to cheat ourselves regarding our position as human
beings. We must exercise our capacities to their utmost

limits, and try to gain the greatest measure of power over

material things. We must recognise that the danger is

tremendous, and that chance has so far been the ruling factor.

“ Seventh Principle. The task of world-ruling is at hand,

and with it the question, how do we wish to shape the futore

of humanity ? We need new tables of values ! We must fight

the chuupions of the old ‘ eternal ’ values, which they regard

as the highest concern of humanity

!

“ Eighth Principle. But where shall we find our imperative ? ^

There is no * thou shalt ’, there is only the * 1 must ’ of the

conqueror, the creator.”

the appearance of Zarathustra, however, he had

1
jtiiir

Sing to the " cstegoricsl impentiTe ’* of Ksnt.—Ib.
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felt too clearly that the complete failure of the public to

understand this book was principally due to the fact that

his new problems had been set forth in a somewhat
cryptic form. He saw it would probably be necessary to

publish some book that would serve to prepare the world

for the chief prose work, in order that the latter should

not be open to the same misunderstanding. In the

spring of 1885 he accordingly began upon a work that

was to summarise his new problems and at the same time

serve as a sort of glossary to ZarathvJra. The book was

begun in Venice and finished at Sils-Maria, and he

intended to insert the following preface ;

“ This book is made np from notes which I wrote during

the composition of Thus Spake Zarathustra, or rather in the

intervals between the three parts: partly as a recreation,

partly as an opportunity for listening to myself and justifying

myself in the midst of a highly venturesome and exacting

enterprise. If ever anything arose out of itself, by what used

to be called ‘ inspiration '—without model, example, relativity

or design—it is this Zarathustra. The present book, an off-

shoot of Zarathustra, may be used for a similar purpose, or as

a tortuous footpath, ever and anon untraceable, leading to that

wild and dangerous country from which the ‘ book for all and
none’ took its origin. This * Prelude to a Philosophy of the

f uture,’ if not attempting to serve as a commentary to the

teaching of Zarathustra, may perhaps claim to be a sort

of glossary, in which, somewhere or other, all the important

new concepts of the parent work are introduced and defined.”

Before the name Beyond Good and Evil ” was con-

ceived, Nietzsche had ideas of connecting it through

its title with previous works. Thus he thought of re-

modelling Human, All Too Human—a book with which he
was always dissatisfied in later years—and making it an
introduction to a general presentment of his philosophy.

On closer consideration, however, it was dear that tro

many of his earlier views had been discarded. Still,

traces of the proposed fusion of Beyond Good and Evil

with Human, AU Too Human are still apparent. The
L.N. 8
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first few aphorisms deal with the same themes ; e,g.t the

second aphorism, with the question “How could any-

thing originate out of its opposite 1 ” refers to the first

aphorism of Human, AU Too Human, and is certainly the

result of a fresh handling of the same problems. In

short my brother always held the view that his books

served, as it were, as milestones to mark his intellectual

development, and that this fact ought not to he dis-

guised by re-modelling. A later plan, to publish the

new book as a second volume of Dawn of Day, was also

found impracticable, and in the winter of 1885-86 the

manuscript received the title of Beyond Good and Evil.

Negotiations had ^jeen set on foot with the firm of Veit

and Co., and, with the warm support of Professor Max
Heinze, these seemed likely to be successful My brother

writes to us in a cheerful strain ;
“ I have a publisher ;

that’s the upshot of a long palaver. Last night I just

undressed for bed when I chanced to see a letter that

had been pushed under my door (in true rustic fashion !).

It was from Credner, and his explanation delighted me
so much that 1 could not help dancing a jig in my night-

shirt.” It turned out, however, that my brother’s joy

was an illusion, and that all the negotiations had been a

mere waste of time, for the head of the above-named

firm retracted the promise he had given my brother.

Poor Fritz accordingly had to make fresh attempts to

find a publisher, but these all proved failures. On
the: 21st April he writes to Peter (^t ;

“ Be my MS.

—

negotiations with the Berlin publisher G. Heymons {i.e.,

tha firm of Carl Duncker) are still going on. Even if

th^, too, come to nothing, it won’t be altogether a bad

thing for me. For it’s a horrifying book that has gushed

forth from my soul this time—very black, almost a

cutde-fish. I feel as if I had taken some creature *

the horns,’ but it’s certainly no *
bull.’

”

As the negotiations with the Berlin firm also proved

abortive, he wrote to us sadly that there was nothing
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tnore for him to do but tie a bit of string round the
MS. and put it aside.”

From Nice my brother first went to Venice, but
remained there only for a very short time. A sudden
longing to see his friend Erwin Bohde and his familiar

Leipzig impelled him to hasten to that city, and at the
same time to look up our dear mother in her loneliness at

Naumburg. He foimd her very cheerful and buf^ with
various schemes which made her forget her loneliness.

The melancholy result of the visit to Leipzig will be
detailed in the chapter on “ Friendship. ” Nevertheless,

he took advantage of his stay there to settle various

business matters. He was tired of looking for a publisher,

and decided to have hie MS. printed “ in the same lordly

fashion ” as Zarathustra, Part IV., i.e., at his own expense.

The only difference was that the latter book had been
printed for private circulation only, whereas Beyond Good
and Evil was to be published to the world at large.

Early in June, 1886, he entrusted the printing and
publishing to the firm of C. G. Naumann. The printing

was not completed till the end of August.
The production of the book had been hampered by

internal as well as external difficulties. He writes from
Sils-Maria to Peter Gast (July 20th, 1886) : “You will

fully understand the difficulty I had this time in speaking

(nay more, in finding the plane from which I could speak)

immediately after Zarathustra

;

but now that I can see

the book pretty clearly before me, I feel that I have
shown no less cleverness than courage in overcoming the

difficulty. In order to be able to speak of an ‘ideal,’

you know, one must create a distance and a lower plane;

here the type ‘ frae spirit,’ which I had already sketched

out, did me yeoman service.”

This type of the free spirit, which recurs in Beyond

Good and EvU, forms a sort of connecting link with the

period of Human, All Too Hvman. The perspectives,

however, have become far more extensive and definite.

B 2
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In the earlier period there was still a sceptical testing of

the foundations on which the structure of his general

outlook was to be reared ; but now the plan was entirely

finished, the foundations had been laid, and the materials

were there, in splendid blocks and fragments, ready for

building.

We find a private memorandum of my brother’s, which

roughly depicts the train of thought undqjrlyuig Beyond

Good and Evil

:

“ Starting from a presentment of life (which is not a desire

for self-preservation, hut a desire for growth), I have made a
survey of the root-instincts underlying the political, social and
intellectual movements in Europe. The conclusions are

:

“(1) that underneath the fundamental differences between

philosophers there exists a certain affinity: all are un-

consciously led by veiled moral purposes, or, to put it more
plainly, by popular idecUe ;—that in consequence the moral

problem is more radical than the problem of theoretic

knowledge

;

“ (2) that we need an entire change of perspective, in order

to see clearly the prejudice of morality and of all popular

ideals, for which purpose all sorts of free (».e., non-moral)

spirits can be used

;

"(3) that Christianity, as a plebeian ideal, tends with its

ethical system to mar the stronger, more highly developed,

more manly types, and favours a herd-type of humanity:

that it serves as a preparation for the democratic way of

thinking;

“ (4) that science advances hand in hand with the movement
for equality,—is, in fact, democracy; that all the virtues of

the savants reject a caste organisation

;

“ (6) that democrai^ in Europe merely amounts to a glorified

bree^g of slaves, who mutt be dominated by a strong race,

in order to be able to endure their own slavery

;

“(6) that aristocracy arises only under long and severs

pressure (mastery of the world).”

On the period following the composition of Zaraikustra,

and on Beyond Good and Evil itself, Nietzsche writes in

Ecee Homo

:
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My misBion for the next few years was now defined as

clearly as possible. Now that the affirmative part of my task

was finished, it was necessary to state and work out the

negative side ; to transvalue all previous values, to wage the

great war, to conjure up the day when that war would be
decided. I include in this category the careful search for

kindred spirits, for those who from strength would offer me a
helping hand in the work of destruction. From this time
onward all my writings are fish-hooks: may I say that 1

know as much about fishing as anyone does? If nothing
was caught, the fault is not mine. There were no fish to

COitchm ...
This book is in all its essentials a criticism of modernity,

of modern art, not even excluding modem politics ; it also

gives indications for a countertype which is anything but
modern, an aristocratic, a yea-saying type. In the latter

sense the book is a school for gentlemen^ a word to which I

jgive a deeper and more spiritual meaning than it has ever

borne. One must have a good deal of courage to be able even
to endure this conception ; one must not know what it is to be
afraid. . . . All the things of which our age is proud are

regarded as a contradiction of this type, almost as bad
manners; e.g.^ the famous ‘objectivity,’ the ‘ sympathy with
all that suffers,’ the ‘historical sense,’ with its deference

towards foreign taste, its belly-crawling before facts, ‘the

scientific spirit.’ When it is remembered that the book comes
after Zarathustra^ the regimen of diet to which it owes its

existence may perhaps be guessed. My eye, perverted by the

necessity of looking very far into the distance

—

Zarathustra is

more long-sighted even than the Tsar—is here compelled to

take a clear view of time, of the things that lie near us and
around us.”

Beyond Good and Evil has also been called a school

for aristocrats, because the question “ What Joes
* aristocratic ’ mean ? ” is one of the main themes handled
in the book. Aristocracy appears as a new ideal, and
the value of this analysis for our age is appraised in an
excellent study by Georg Simmel

:

“The assumption underlying Nietzsche’s whole system of

ideals is what in personal matters he calls ‘distance.’ In
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contrast with all democratie and socialist thinkers, Nietzsche

bdieves firmly in the difierence, established by Nature,

between higher and lower types, between those who can

advance and those who cannot, between masters and slaves.

These differences cannot be removed, and this is as it should

be, for it is on them that all culture and development is

based. He considers culture impossible, except on a foundation

of slavery—whether ancient slavery or medieval serfdom or

the modem system of hired labour. The extent to which

inferior forms of property, comfort and culture exist among

the masses is no evidence for the development of our species,

which rather measures itself by the highest standard that

has hitherto been reached—reached perhaps solely by one

individual. 'If ye wish to banish the great contrasts and

differences of caste, tihen ye must also banish passionate love,

high thinking, and the feeling of independence !
*

" Another point that marks off this theory of aristocracy

from all previous theories is this : that it is not conceived as

an expedient for the welfare of society, that it implies no

‘aristocratic socialism.’ No, it is an end in itself; the

evolution of the aristocrat is the justification for the existence

of a society, and not vice rer$&. In this complete rejection of

a social purpose for aristocracy, we see the difference between

the interests of society and the interests of the species, which

modem sentiment is wont to regard as responsible for all its

members. In all too impartial fashion, perhaps, we think

that the absolute values of mankind are enhanced by raising

the social values, the values of the masses, of average humanity,

of the lower orders. This belief may possibly be right, but it

cannot be taken for granted. It must be weighed in the

balance with this Nietzschean belief, that the life of our

species has its sole value in intensity of those qualities which

are the distinguishing mark of its highest types. Perhaps,

however, neither of these views is capable of proof, and we

here find ourselves faced with one of those ultimate decisions

which cannot rest upon evidence, since they are formed by

the intuitive rather than the rational element in the human

soul.

“With this emphasising of distance Nietzsche has intro*
*
duced a category of values which, however effective it may be

in actual life, has been so far practically unknown in the

realm of ethics: to wit, aristocracy. This is a value that
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eannot be entirely reduced to the terms of any other; a
' primitive unit of valuation, which, it must be admitted, cannot
be intelligibly described save by a composite portrait of

numerous features. * The aristocratic type of man feels that

he creates his own values; he needs no external approval.

The most prominent characteristics of the type are the sense

of fulness, of superabundant power, the consciousness of a
wealth that would fain give of its plenty. The aristocrat

respects in himself the man of power, who even has power
over himself and reveres all that is stern and hard.—The
aristocratic soul admits that there are others with rights equal

to its own ; so soon as it is clear about this question of rank,

it moves among these equals with the same sureness in shame
and tender reverence that it shows in intercourse with itself.'

The sense of difference implied in the ^aristocratic value on
the one hand excludes all possibility of confounding oneself

with others and making oneself cheap ; on the other hand it

ensures that the aristocrat will not be lured away from his

self-sufficiency and reserve. Aristocracy represents a unique
combination of feelings of difference, based upon a haughty
rejection of all equalisation. Even more than beauty it is a

quality that may be shared by natures which in other respects

are utterly unlike. I think that only in this ideal of aris-

tocracy, with its peculiar depth and strength, can we find the

central point to which all the lines of Nietzsche’s thought

converge. • . .

** This excellent analysis may be tested from history. Let us

ask ourselves wherein historians will recognise the greatness

of the nineteenth century. Surely not in the fact that the

masses were better fed and housed than ever before, but in the

fact that men of commanding talents made important in-

ventions, and that stars of the first magnitude, such as

Napoleon, Goethe, Bismarck, Wagner and Nietzsche adorned
its heavens. The attempt is often made nowadays to regard

the great individual as the product of some wide popular

movement ; but whoever has known the joy and sorrow of

watching the growth of a man of genius and the effect of his

ideas must acknowledge that such a theory is quite un-

tenable. The masses are only the material with which the

great individual forges his weapons. He gives the masBe% a
direction and a goal, and sets up for them new tables of values

which, it must be confessed, they often woefully misinterpret

;
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bat ' even in a mean, paltry life some chords of great lives

of the past are heard ; every system of values has its origin in

the great movements of individual souls.’
”

It will thus be understood that my brother felt it his

duty to set up the loftiest and most successful exemplars

ofhumanity as the highest goal, in contrast to the present-

day ideals of the greatest good of the greatest number.

This higher type, like everything rare, is exposed to

terrible dangers

:

“ There are perhaps few more poignant regrets than that of

seeing an exceptional man lose his track and degenerate ; but

whoever has an eye for the extraordinary way in which the

hidden possibilities of mankind have so far been ruled by

chance, in all the thngle of national destinies, national com-

binations and separations, feels a sorrow to which no other

sorrow can be compared ; for at a single glance he realises all

that training might have done for mankind with a happy union

of scattered forces and tasks—he sees by what miserable

accidents many a great movement in the making is suddenly

arrested and shattered. . . . The sinking of humanity in the

sctJe down to that which the socialistic dreamers regard as the

man of the future, as their ideal!—this degeneration and

reduction of man into the perfect herd-animal is potaUtle. But

he who has fully realised what this possibility means, feels a

loathing beyond any other loathing that men can know.”

No, only the deified man can be our goal—not the

prosperous herd-animal 1 Even the more modest type of

the godlike man, the man of aristocratic nature who knows
and practises reverence and the good forms that always

imply a culture of head and heart, would be a moi'e

desirable and inspiring goal than ** the man of the

people.” Before Nietzsche’s vision there hovered such a

different type of national leader from that nowadays

glorified by the petty fashion of the day I " To spur on

humanity to ventures and experiments by which new
types and super-types of man may perhaps be bred; that

needs leaders, masterful, bold and aristocratic men with

a comprehensive and inventive mode of thought such as
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no one, perhaps, has hitherto possessed. The vision of

such leaders is always hovering before me : the means of

producing them, the ideas which shall enable them to

endure the terrible weight of such a responsibility—this

is what has mainly occupied my mind for the last twenty

years.”

My brother foresaw two paths and two world-move-

ments for the immediate foture : the one would result in

a universal levelling, and the other—his movement

—

would aim at banishing the ideal of equality and setting

up men of commanding power. This goal, however, can

never be reached unless a caste-division is recognised

;

rulers and servants need entirely different systems of

values, entirely different moral ideas, each class in

accordance with its nature and its aim.

“My philosophy is based upon a caste-division, not upon an

individual morality. The sense of the herd shall prevail among
the herd, but shall not invade any other sphere ; the leaders

of the herd need a fundamentally different valuation for their

actions. . . .

“My system must be distinguished both from the indi-

vidualists and from the collectivist system of ethics, for even

the former does not recognise caste-division, and wishes to

give every individual the same rights. I concern myself, not

with the degree of freedom to be granted to this or that man,

or to the whole community ; but with the degree of poicer that

this man shall exert over that, or over the whole community

;

and 1 consider how far sacrifice of freedom, even an enslave-

ment, supplies a foundation for the rearing of a higher type.”

Through this problem of caste-division, he felt that

after long, unconscious groping he was gaining real

insight into the nature of the world

:

“ So it must be for everyone whose task takes bodily shape

and * comes into the world ’
: the secret inevitableness of this

tadc will sway all his individual destinies, like a lengthy preg-

nancy, long before he has seen it face to face and learnt its

real name. Let ns assume that it is the problem of caste-

division, of which 1 can say that it is my problem : now, in



266 THE LONELY NIETZSCHE

Ihe noonday of my life, I see what preparations (and even

masquerades) were needed, before the problem eonld rise np
before me :—and how I had to go through the most various

and contradictory crises of happiness and sorrow, in soul and
body—^like a spiritual adventurer and world>navigator—^pene>

trating everywhere, testing everything to the full, purifying

everything of its temporary and accidental elements—^till I had
a light to say to myself : * Here is a new problem ! I see a

ladder, and I seize every one of its rungs !
’ ”

Yet to the ordinary person, who had not been through

the same intimate experiences, he did not concede the

right to discuss these problems or pass judgment on

them

:

“These are my verdicts: and because I print them, that

does not mean that 1 give anyone the right to utter them as

his own. I am far from regarding them as common property,

and if anyone lays his hands on them, I will give him a sharp

rap over the knuckles. There is one phrase that has a dis-

agreeble ring in an age of ' equal rights for all ’
: that phrase

is ' caste-division.*
*’

It had^been my brother’s intention, so soon as Beyond

Good and Evil was finished, to work with might and

main at his chief philosophical work. Suddenly, however,

we see him occupied with a retrospect of his whole literary

development, such as he had indeed felt to be necessary

a year earlier, instead of pursuing the above work with

his usual tempestuous energy and cheerful confidence.

He must have realised himself that this policy of looking

back would arouse some astonishment, and accordingly,

in an aphorism of Beyond Good and Evil, he answers a

possible question on the subject: “This will not dot

What ? Isn’t he stepping back ?—^Yes ! But you

understand him very little, if you complain about this.

He is stepping back, like everyone who wants to take a

long jump. . .
.”

The impulse to this lengthy retrospect was furnished by

a new edition of his writings, which he had earnestly
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desired a year earlier. The difficulties he had had with

E. Schmeitzner led him to hope that for the demand he

wished to make of the publisher he could regain possession

of his earlier writings. The lawsuit which arose out of

these disputes was settled in 1885 by a compromise, my
brother receiving the sum owing to him from the

publisher. Fritz did not like the idea that his whole

literary output had slipped out of his hands,” but in the

end he acquiesced, recognising that it would be very

difficult for him to find a new publisher. As it was, his

works had had a most chequered career. The Birth of

Tragetly and the first and second of the Thoughts out of

Season had been brought out by E. W, Fritzsch of Leipzig,

but the books wiitten between 1874 and 1884 had been

published by E. Schmeitzner of Chemnitz, who had also

taken over the remainder of Fritzsch’s publications.

From 1884 onwards, for reasons already detailed, my
brother had all his writings printed at his own expense.

In 1886 Herr E. Schmeitzner, wishing to undertake

fresh business enterprises, looked for a publisher to whom
he could sell the whole edition of my brother’s works.

Finally, in the summer of that year the firm of E. W.
Fritzsch took over all the earlier books, with the exception

of the two printed at my brother’s expense. Thus The

Birth of Tragedy and the two first Thoughts out of Season

returned to their old home.

My brother had been sorely tiied by all these publish-

ing disputes, and was now veiy glad that Herr Fritzsch

had been willing to buy the 62 hundredweight of his

earlier writings. He regretted, however, that the pur-

chase had not been fully settled during his stay at

Leipzig, so that he could not personally advise Herr

Fiitzsch. Much as he hated having to talk to publishers

about his books, he hated still more having to write to

them on the subject. He found it “ simply disgusting
”

that he should have to praise his books to publishers,

who otherwise would not have had the courage to bring
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lihem out. *' But one will do anything for one’s

children,” he said with a sigh, when we spoke of his

publishing troubles. Accordingly he at last decided in

1886 to expound his plans to Herr Fritzsch in writing,

so that the latter might gain some advantage from the

publication of his books.

In the course of a long letter he asked Herr Fritzsch

whether, now that title pages, etc., were being reprinted

for the new edition, involving a good deal of work for

the binders, it would not be advisable to publish the

numerous existing copies as “ new editions, enlarged by
a preface, etc.” “You will observe,” he wrote, “that
there is no preface to Human, All Too Human, Dawn of Day
or The Joyful Wisdom. When these Ixwks were written,

I had good reasons for imposing silence on mjrself

—

I still stood too near them, too much * inside,’ and hardly

knew what I had done. Now that I myself can most

accurately state the peculiar and incomparable qualities

of these works, and show how they inaugurate a new
literature for Germany (the prelude to a moral self-train-

ing and self-culture, such as the Germans have so far

lacked), I could gladly bring myself to add some such

retrospective prefaces. My writings represent an un-

broken line of development, which will not be only my
personal experience and destiny. I am merely the

pioneer ; a generation that is soon to come will under-

stand from its own nature the experiences I have been

through, and will have a proper palate for my books.

The prefaces might give a clear summary of the invitable

features of such an evolution.”

My brother now decided to spend the next few months
on thinking out these pre&ces, and the publisher gladly

fell in with his proposals, although the author had to

bear the considerable expense of the alterations and
reprinting. As Nietzsche had called these prefaces a

signpost to his ideas, Fritzsch made the counter-proposal

that they might perhaps be printed together in one
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volume. My brother seems to have thought over this

proposal, but he answers ;
“ A separate little volume

containing nothing hut
'
prefaces ’ would be in had taste.

That terrible prefatory word ‘ I ’ is only endurable if

it is not to be found in the rest of the book
; it has no

right to be anywhere but in the preface.”

For this work of preface writing he summarises the

contents of his writings in apt and concise fashion :

“ Birth of Tragedy : metaphysics for artists.

“ David Strauss : the philistine of caltnre. Disgust.

" Advantages and Drawbacks of History

:

life and history—

a

basic problem.

“Schopenhauer as Educator: the philosophical hermit.
‘ Education.’

*

“ Richard Wagner at Bayreuth

:

the artist-hermit. Whatmay
be learnt from Wagner.

“ Human, All Too Human: the free spirit.

“ Miscellaneous Maxims and Opinions

:

the pessimist of the

intellect.

“ The Wanderer and His Shadow

:

solitude as a problem.
“ Dawn ofDay : morality as a sum of prejudices.

“ Joyful Wisilom

:

a mocking at European moralism. The
prospect of overcoming. What would be the nature of a man
who lived beyond ?—Zarathustra.”

My brother frankly set special store by two of these

later prefaces to his works ; the prefaces to The Birth of

Tragedy and Human, All Too Human. There was so much
in his whole evolution that was unconscious, and all this

now became clear in this retrospect. He could, however,

confidently trust to the guidance of his deepest instincts,

even if he did not see till afterwards whither he was
going, sometimes by circuitous routes. He writes on the

point to Gast (Atigust, 1883) ;
“ Meanwhile I have made

out sketches for a 'morality for moralists,’ and have

corrected myself on many points. The unconscious,

unintentional sequence and consistency of ideas in the

motl^ mass of my later books fills me with amazennent

;

we can’t get away from ourselves, so we must have the
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courage to let ourselves go a long waj.” In looking

backwards, he now came to regard The Birth of Tragedy,

in spite of many blunders, as the most important of his

youthful works, as the one which most thoroughly, if

somewhat dimly, expressed his inmost being. On the

other hand, some things in Human, All Too Human seemed
to him a sort of aberration, or an excessive contrast to

his previous work. This was due to the vexation and
disappointment which the Wagnerian music and his

extraordinary love and veneration for Wagner had
entailed. Nevertheless, these aberrations, he felt, were

absolutely necessary for the course of his development.

In sending the MS. of the preface to the publisher, he

writes from Sils-Maria (August 16th, 1886) : “The bit of

psychology which this preface contains might well be

interesting enough in itself to launch the book
; it is an

essential contribution to the intelligent study of my books

and to the personal development, not easy to understand,

which underlies those books. I wrote it in the last

months of my winter stay in Nice, except for a few

touches added in the Engadine. I suggest that this

volume should be the first that you put into circulation

:

it is the easiest of all to understand, and the best pre-

paration for my philosophy. It has friends in the

United States, in Holland, in Italy and above all in

France.”

In the autumn of 1886 my brother went from Sils-

Maria to Huta on the Italian Riviera. He liked the

place hnmensely, and would no doubt have stayed

longer had he not been driven away by uncongenial

society. In a letter to Peter Gast (October, 1886) he

gives a delightful account of the district: “Just a line

from this wonderful nook, where I think I would ratber

see you than in Munich even. Picture to yourself an

island in the ^Egean archipelago, with forests and

mountains scattered about haphazard, that by some

accident has one day swum to the mainland and cannot



BEYOND GOOD AND EVIL, ETC. 271

get back agam. There is something Gredc about it, no

doubt of that : on the other hand, something piratical,

sudden, hidden, dangerous ; finally, at a lonely comer, a

bit of tropical pine-forest, that takes you out of Europe,

something Brazilian, so I am told by a neighbour at table

who has been round the world several times. Never

have I lounged about so much, marooned and forgotten

like some Bobinson Cnisoe. Sometimes I make a fire in

the forest ;
and then, to see the pure, restless flame with

its white-grey l)ellv, rise up against the cloudless sky

—

heather all around, and that lovely October colouring

that can give you a hundred different yellows—ah, such

a St. Martin’s summer happiness would be something

for you, as much as or perhaps more*than for me !
” He

had already come upon the place in January, 1883, on a

walk from Bapallo in the early morning, and alludes to

this in Zarathustra

:

“ So spake Zarathustra to himself as

he climbed the mountain, comforting his heart with

stem saws : for he was wounded in spirit more than

ever before. And as he came to the summit of the ridge,

lo, there lay the other sea spread out Ijefore him
;
and

he stopped and for a long space was silent. But the

night on this summit was cold and clear and bright with

stars.”

Many of the new prefaces to his books, and also the

fifth book of Joyful Wisdom, were written at B>uta.

In looking through his works he had felt that this one

needed rounding off, and accordingly added the fifth

part. We Fearless Ones. Here we have an example of

how lavish my brother was with his wealth of thought

and expre.ssion. He was busily engaged upon The Will

to Power; but he did not scrapie to take the finest

aphorisms from the material he had prepared and use

them for rounding off an old book. With what splendid

extravagance he would squander his ideas, knowing all

the time that everynew sun, everyday ofhard work meant

a heavy drain on his resources ! And being himself so
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richly endowed with intellectual gifts, he saw Nature

everywhere as prodigal and superabundant. It seemed

to him a paltry view to regard life as a struggle for

existence ;
“ This struggle does occur, but only as an

exception ; the general aspect of life is not one of poverty

and hunger, but of wealth, of luxuriance, nay of absurd

prodigality.”

In the course of this revision my brother enlarged the

prelude to The Joyful Wisdom, entitled Jest, Cunning and

Revenge, by adding a number of maxims, and he also

included at the end a collection of poems which he had
always looked upon as belonging to The Joyful Wisdom.

He writes on the subject :
“ The Songs of Prince Free-as-a-

Bird, written for the most part in Sicily, are expressly

meant to remind the reader of that Provencal concep-

tion, la gaga scienza, of that combination of minstrel,

knight and free spirit, whereby that wonderful early

culture of the Provencals rises superior to all dubious

cultm'es ; the last poem in particular To the Mistral, a

devil-may-care dancing song, in which (by your leave
!)

we dance away from morality, is a perfect bit of

Provencalism.”

In December, 1886, he returned to Nice to spend the

winter there. He was still engaged upon his prefaces,

but was very dissatisfied writh the hesitating methods of

his publisher Fritzsch, who was proceeding very slowly

with the new edition. By January, 1887, when The WM
to Power was well under way, my brother for his part

seems to have completed the revision, for he writes to

me about it retrospectively on the 26th of that month.

(For a long time we had not heaid from each other,

since the cholera in the Argentine cut off Paraguay from

that country and therefore from the rest of the world.)

“ Thursday afternoon, when I was out for a walk and just

thinking of my distant Lama, resolving to write a letter to

her, a stranger came up to me and said, ‘ Madame Oazzola

has letters for yon, sir.’ I went at once to Madame Gaszola
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—ah, a gazza ladra ^ of evil memory from last winter—and
behold, there was a letter in the South American Lama's
unmistakable handwriting! Many thanks! It was very

welcome, for the cholera reports in the papers had made me
anxious for a sign of life from you. The best thing in your

dear letter is the hope, the rainbow promise, of seeing yon
again four years from now, and that, too, here in Nice. Nice,

by the way, seems to be not without attractions even for spoilt

South Americans; we always have visitors from there; this

winter, for instance, a military bigwig from Montevideo, and
also the President of Argentina. Just at this time, when
Europe has been turned into an icaberg and a polar bear,

our strip of the Riviera deserves three stars of distinction.

Not a flake of snow so far; and if the distant mountains

round Nice have had a powdering of whjte, we may look upon
that as one of the toilet devices of this Southern beauty and
enchantress, rather than as one of her spiteful tricks (of which

she has a good many, too, comme beauti et eomme femme /)

What a good thing that I am not in Munich ! Seydlitz

informed me the other day of an incredibly stupid thing that

has happened to him : they have made him president of the

Wagner Society. It must be a result of that eternal, gloomy,

icy, damp, sunless German winter. . . . Herr Gast, after long

boredom in Teneriffe, has gone back to his hermit life in

Venice. From Home I hear (through Malwida and General

Simon) that the streets are ankle-deep in mud, they envy memy
clean Nice. In short, every philosophic marmot, that whistles

away its summer in the Engadine—for the marmot does

whistle, that’s all it can do in the way of music—^is now
hibernating once more in Nice : and very sensible too, Q.E.D.

I am told, by the way, that I have never looked so well as this

winter. As a matter of fact. I’m still far short of real health

:

but I remember a whole afternoon when I felt well, and there’s

no doubt that every winter for the last seven years I’ve been

making a stride in the direction of perfect health. Let us

hope that, if I live long enough, I shall reach that goal, if

only in hoary old age, as a tottering greybeard of wisdom.
So far as my ‘ wisdom ’ up to the present is concerned. I’m

sick of it. All the books I have so far written have been
furnished with prefaces and new frills—perhaps this has made

* Lit, “ Thievish Magpie ” (title of an opera by Bosaini).—^Tk.

L.M. T
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them more attractive for others—

I

have done \vith them
altogether. If you have a hankering after my books, dear

backwoods people, the whole edition —f’cmvrs de FrUdrieh
Nietzsche, as they say in France—four stout volumes in all,

will some day take a trip across the ocean. But who knows
when these lazy Saxon publishers and printers will have the

ceui-re ready ? The last thing they’ve finished is Datrn of Day,
but the greatest alterations are in The Joyful TT’iirdom, which
now winds up with all sorts of careless songs, under the title

Prince Free-as-a^Bird, By the way, since I was compelled to

ruminate upon all the past history of my books, I have come
to the following conclusions :

*‘(1) That in fifteen years the dear Germans have not

managed to write so much as one moderately serious and
thoroughgoing revic^w of any one of my twelve volumes

;

** (2) That till now 1 haven’t noticed this fact myself, which
shows that probably, at heart, I haven’t troubled much about

the attentions of the dear Germans—in short, that it serves

me right

;

**
(8) That I have not come across any person who knows

anything of the background that lies behind all this output,

of my very peculiar destiny—or who has given me to under-

stand that he knows anything ; accordingly I am pretty far

advanced in irony and in scoffing at humanity, so far, in fact,

that 1 no longer answer * letters from admirers,’ which I get

fairly often. I scent their muddleheadedness five hundred
yards off.

** Enough. 1 feel the need of doing nothing but laugh for a

few weeks. So it’s settled : in four years’ time, dear sister,

we’ll laugh—I thank you with all my heart for this promise.
“ In the meantime, best wishes for your plucky enterprise, at

which 1 can never cease to wonder. Love from F.”

The whole tone of this letter ahows that in his retro-

spect of his w'ork he was both amused and pained to see

how little his critics had understood him. To-day it

seems utterly inconceivable that there should not have
fieen a single person at that time who had any inkling

of the tremendous future in store for my brother’s

writings. Some excuse may be found in the fact that

no one could then clearly see either the course of his
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inner development or the goal towards which Nietzsche

himself, with all his harsh and bitter judgments, realised

that there was some excuse for the German critics

:

“After all, things, including books, cannot tell a man
more than he knows already. If one has no access to a

thing thraugh experience, one has no ear for it either.

Let us take an extreme case ; that a book tells of

nothing but events that lie entirely outside the

possibilities of ordinary or even somewhat extraordinary

experience—^that it is the first language for a new series

of experiences. In that case, the result simply is that

nothing is heard at aU ; and the acoustic illusion follows,

that v/here nothing is heard, nothing is there. This, after

all, is my average experience, and^ if you will, the

originaiity of my experience. Those who thought they

had partly understood me, made out of me something in

their own image—sometimes my very antithesis, for

example an ‘ idealist.’ Those who had utterly failed to

understand me said that I was of no significance at

all.”

He enjoyed the winter of 1886-87 at his Pension de

Geneve, his fellow-boarders being, on the whole,

congenial. In February, 1887, came the terrible earth-

quake. He writes on the subject ; Nice was like

Bedlam let loose—I remained calm throughout.” To
our mother he writes :

“ About two or three o’clock this

morning I made a little tour of inspection through the

town ;
I visited the hotels that I know—some have been

badly damaged
;
their guests spent the bitter cold night

in the open, reclining wrapped up on benches, lying in

cabs, and so forth. Yesterday evening I had dinner at

my hoarding-house, of com'se in the open ; but nothing

but shattered nervous systems, except the old pai'son’s

wife and myself, who were in good spirits.” Frau von

PUlnkner-Seckendorff, a fellow-boarder of his, told me
afterwards that my brother was remarkably cool and
collected during the worst hom*s of the earthquake.

T 2
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After the first shock he came fully dressed, like herself,

into the garden, where most of the boarders had fore-

gathered. Suddenly he noticed the absence of one of

the men, who was lame, and wanted to huny back into

the house to get him help. Frau von Plfinkner-

Seckendorfi*, however, induced him to wait, because

another shock was expected immediately. Ten minutes

later the shock .came
;

it was as if a giant had shaken

the house to and fro. When it was over, she and my
brother went into the house, but, wonder of wonders

!

on the stairs they saw the lame man, who for years had

not been able to walk, coming towards them, leaning on

his stick

!

From Nice my 'brother went to Cannobio, whence he

writes to me :
“ This place is glorious : every morning is

a fresh surprise, with its wealth of colour. There is

something dignified and monastic about its appearance

and situation—I like this, and yet I feel so down in the

mouth, as if there was nothing more 1 could really take

delight in. There is no longer anything that comes

from outside to encourage and stimulate me. My fellow-

boarders are insufiferably boring ! They were better this

year in Nice ; there were a few people there whom I

found interesting.”

He seems, however, to have felt more comfortable

afterwards, for he stayed at the place some weeks longer.

Finally he went to Chur, stopping on the way at

Zurich, of which he writes to me ;
” Before I came here

I spent a few trying weeks at Zurich, again at the

Pension Neptun, for the first time since those autumn

days, where we were so jolly together.” . . .

Wherever he went, he was followed by the proof-sheets

of the fifth book of Ihe Joyful Wisdom and of the other

alterations in that book. He was much annoyed at

!^ritzsch’s slow progress with the whole affair, which

prevented him from getting on with The Will to Power.

At Chur he managed to do more work upon the latter
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book, but his stay there was made unpleasant through

the breach with Bohde. He writes to me on May 21st,

1887, the day on which he received the letter from

Bohde that led to the breach :

“ Your dear letter reached me yesterday. I am now living

a hermit’s life, and it is seldom that I get any good news ; in

fact, I am generally a bit afraid of the post. All the more
delightful to receive a letter that shows so much kindness of

heart! It’s very strange, but during the last few years

my distrust has grown so great that it is like a disease.

Every year becomes more difficult for me; and the most
painful days of illness were not so oppressive and hopeless as

my present state. What has happened? Only what was

inevitable—my separation from all who had once had con-

fidence in me has come to light ; on both sides there is a

sense of having really miscalculated. One goes off one way,

another another, ever^'one finds his little herd and community,

except the one who is most independent of all, and perhaps

is badly fitted for this radical isolation. Here in Chur I have

not had a single happy day ; the weather has been partly to

blame, but unfortunately it is not the principal cause. How
often 1 have thought of the pleasant time you and I had here

together—the contrast with the present is tremendous. Good
God, how lonely I am now I I no longer have anyone with

whom I can Inugh, who drinks tea with me and gives me
loving solace.”

At Ohur and on the journey to Sils-Maria he began

to work very hard at The Will to Potcer, but once more

he intennipted his labours. At Sils-Maria he found

letters which made him think it essential to speak in

greater detail of the origin of the morality now pre-

vailing, and to remove the numerous misconceptions to

which Beyond Good and Evil had given rise. Again this

intellectual spendthrift laid unsparing hands on the

material he had prepared for his chief work, especially

on the notes for the second book of The Will to Power,

and wrote The Genealogy of Morale in twenty days.

Of the three sections in this book, the first contains a
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peychologioiJ sketch of Ohristianity, the origin of which
** is represented as lying in the spirit of resentment, as a

movement in opposition to antiquity, as the great revolt

against the sway of aristocratic values."

The second section gives the psychology of conscience,

which the author describes as an instinct of cruelty,

** that turns back upon itself, when it can no longer find

in the outside world an outlet for its energies." Here,

for the first time, cruelty is revealed as one of the oldest

and most essential, if most painful, elements of culture
;

although no one dared to admit this, either in sterner

times or in our squeamish modem age. Only the most

passionate love of truth could ever have discovered and

stated this fact.

The third section supplies an answer to the question

:

“Whence comes the tremendous |K)wer of the ascetic

ideal, the ideal of priesthood?”—although it is an

injurious ideal, a will to self-destruction, an ideal of

decadence. “ But it has so far been the only existing

ideal and had no competitors
;
mankind would rather

desire nothingness than have no desire at all." There

had hitheito been no counter-ideal, such as jjerhaps is

set up for the first time in Zarathnsira.

At the end of The Genealogy ofMorals mention is again

made of The Will to Poicrr, this time in the text. For

his portrayal of European nihilism the author refers the

reader to a work now in preparation, entitled The Will to

Power : an Attempt at a Transvalmtion of all Values.

For the elucidation of Beyond Good and Evil and The

Genealogy of Morals, Herr Peter Gast writes

:

“With the two books of the present volume the author

affords us a first glimpse of the problems contained in his

forthcoming chief work. The WUl to Power; an Attempt at a

Tranevaluation of all Values. The germs of these problems

already exist in his previous writings; but now, with the

beginning of a psychological study of the master men ud
slave men, they develop lor the first time into that doctrme
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of transvalaation which will always be associated with

Nietzsche’s name—a doctrine which, through its conscious

application by means of individuals, determines the future

greatness and power of the Indo-Germanic race. The higher

types are physiologically different from the lower types, and
the leaders and the led have not the same code of values. An
age which has grown used to an equal code of values for all,

and which demands that the higher man is to adopt the

values of the lower man, tends to degrade not only the

higher man but also the masses above which the latter should

stand. Nietzsche’s distinction between master-morality good ’

and * bad ’ as seen from above) and slave-morality (* good ’

and ' bad ’ as seen from below), together with the parallel

moral systems of ascending and declining life, affords the sole

possibility not only of diagnosing our European depression

and weakness of will, but also of finding the remedy.
Nietzsche finally came to regard the interplay of all natural

forces as conditioned by the * will to power ’—the master-

morality, as it were : he saw in Nature not ^ the will to life
’

(Schopenhauer), but a will to the exaltation of life ; not * the

struggle for existence ’ (Darwin), but the struggle for a nobler,

stronger existence ; not ^ the instinct of self-preservation
’

(Spinoza), but the instinct of self-augmentation
; not * love

and strife
*
^ (Empedocles), but the contest {hyt&v) for victory

and supremacy. The first hint of this doctrine of the will to

power is given in Zarathtistra (pp. 165-169) ; it is still

expressed as a hypothesis in Beyond Good and Evil (Aph. 22,

28, 86) ; it becomes a definitely formulated theory in

Nietzsche’s chief work. The Will to Powers

Thus it will be seen that Beyond Good and Evil and
The Genealogy of Morals are neither retrospects nor
preparation ; they are really an integral part of the

problems contained in The Will to Power,

* ^ikia Ktn vtiKot—tho two great principles of attraction and repulsion

which Empedocles regarded as the source of all organic and inorgsnio

matter. Tb.



CHAPTER XXI

FRIENDSHIP

From early youth upwards, friendship had played a
peculiarly important part in Nietzsche’s life. Perhaps
it was the instinctive sense of being diiferent that on the

one hand drove him into solitude, but on the other hand
impelled him to look for men who were his equals. He
had often felt a great dread of being “ entirely alone,”

and was therefore ‘‘ absurdly happy when he found or

thought he found someone with whom he had a nook
and corner in common.” Friendship with kindred
spirits was the lifelong object of his dreams and
aspirations, and all his hopes and desires were centred

in his friends. Leo Berg vnrites with great truth :

Friedrich Nietzsche's whole philosophy is in some
measure a magnificent friendship-cult. In this respect, as in

others, he resembles Plato. Just as other philosophers are

often nothing but an expression of love, so Nietzsche’s is

really nothing but a wonderful expatiation on the subject of

friendship. It is a search for men who belong to his type

—

even when he has not found them ; such men he idealises and
explains, defends and embellishes. When he speaks of them,
his language becomes lyrical and dithyrambic, his tone

tragical or sceptical. The friend becomes the subject and the

goal of his philosophy ; for the greater glory of friendship he
conceived the superman and dreamed of eternal recurrence.

The friend is the inner meaning of all his writings, the

ultimate aim of civilisation.”

My brother’s exalted conception of friendship reacted

on his friends. Impressive testimonies from Rohde,
Gersdorff, Seydlitz, Beussen, Stein and others show what
a stimulating effect he had, and how often he was able
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to raise them far above their real selves. It was. my
brother’s constant endeavour to make his fiiends known

to each other, so that he might form a community of

kindred spirits, who as teachers and trainers of the young

might create a new culture. As has been seen in a

previous chapter, he had thoughts of assembling these

friends together in some lonely island or remote castle

;

afterwards the pupils were to come and be schooled in

reverence for prerogatives, in self-control, in exercising

their wDl-power, but above all they were to pass tests as

to whether they could keep their word. “If in this

plebeian age we can only inspire the young with the

sense of reverence, we shall have gque a long way,’’ he

used to remark. His plans for the seventies included a

still larger circle of men to be gathered round him, but

as years went on his circle of friends grew smaller and

smaller, and at last he wrote to me that he had got rid

of all his friends without exception. How did this come

about, just in the case of one whose uncommon charm in

intercourse and kindness to his friends are universally

belauded 1 It may be affirmed without exaggeration

that my brother knew better than anyone how to be a

friend. He always showed the warmest interest in the

welfare of his friends, not merely with an intenseness of

sympathy that must be rare in such relations, but with

a most eager readiness to help. When Rohde was still

a PrivcAdozerU ^ and had no early prospect of obtaining a

professorship, Nietzsche in all seriousness offered him his

own professorship at B^e, and even took steps to secure

the transfer. His efforts to obtain suitable positions for

Deussen (whose high ability my brother recognised

earlier than anyone else) and Dr. Romundt are admirably

described in Deussen’s reminiscences. I might give

several other instances in point, but will only add
mention of the trouble he took to get Peter (last’s

* The poeitien of a Prioatiamt ooireqwnda roughly to that of a ooUage

Fellow at Oxford or Gamlnidge.—

T

b.
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compositions performed. For Cast’s sake he quarrdled

with Hans von Billow, with the musical director Levi,

and, as I hear, with Mottl, but in spite of this he did not

relax in his efforts.

Moreover, mj brother was never reluctant to lend

money. Deussen relates how, when he once wanted to

borrow fifty francs from Nietzsche, the latter asked him
eagerly, “Wouldn’t you rather have a hundred?”
Unfortunately he used to make loans not only to friends

but to casual acquaintances, and in this way lost a good

deal of money. When a professor on pension, spending

as little as possible on himself, he offered poorer friends,

whom he wished to,extricate from their difficulties, sums

that were out of all proportion to his means. For in-

stance, he offered to buy Peter Cast’s opera. The Lion of

St. Mark, and give him 1,500 francs a year for four years.

Peter Cast was too proud to accept this kind offer,

which he regarded as a veiled act of charity. He fore-

saw perhaps that he would have difficulties with this

opera, since he had some trouble in completing the

score. The piano arrangement was then almost finished,

and was published in 1900, but the score, so far as I

know, has not yet been completed. In point of fact, my
brother’s offer had been a mere pretext for helping Herr

Peter Cast over hard times. He was sorry that it was

not accepted: “I should have been richer,” he writes,

“ if I had been allowed to give the money.”

It was just because my brother set so much store by
friendship, and showed so much altruism and sympathy

for his friends, that these relations so often had a painful

ending. The most disastrous rupture of all—that with

Wagner—caused him to break with many other firiends

and acquaintances whom he had previously found con-

genial. Scarcely less heart-rending was his gradual

estrangement and final separation from Erwin Bohde.

I should like to lay special stress on a remark made by

my brother in a letter to Deussen, that among all the
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friends of his yoiith Erwin Rohde held the first and

foremost place, and was bound to him by the warmest

ties of affection. Had not the two Overbecks come

between Nietzsche and Rohde, this relationship, in spite

of differences of mental outlook, would have been per-

manent. My brother assigned this first and foremost

place to Rohde, not only because for many years th^
held the same views, but also—and this point is not to

be gathered from the letters—because he had the highest

possible opinion of Rohde’s outstanding abilities. Nor
do I think that he was wrong

; Rohde was much more

than an eminent classical scholar, and it was only the

cramping duties of his oflSce w'hich prevented him from

attaining the highest things. So late as 1885 my
brother spoke of his deep affection for Rohde, and added

that in all his life he had only met three men whom he

felt to be his equals—Richard Wagner, Erwin Rohde
and Heinrich von Stein.

I had always done my best to keep my brother on good

terms with his friends—I w'as “ the bridge to other

people,” as he happily expressed it—and accordingly,

when he was returning from Germany to Italy in the

autumn of 1885, I advised him to visit Rohde, who
would surely be delighted to see my brother again. “ I

don’t think so,” said my brother, doubtfully, “ after the

hints that the Overbecks have given me.” He preferred

on this occasion to visit Baron Seydlitz at Munich. Still,

my advice, that he should see Rohde himself and not

only listen to what others said, was not forgotten. In

the spring of 1886 a chance account of Rohde’s migration

to Leipzig made such an impression on him that he

followed tho impulse of his heart, and went to revisit the

friend of his youth at Leipzig.

Unfortunately, he found his friend Erwin in the worst

of spirits, and inspired by a real hatred of his Leipzig

environment. Rohde found his coUeagues offensive, his

students indifferent, the climate unbearable, and the
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noise of the Leipzig Fair exceedingly trying. My
brother was shocked to see Rohde in such a glum mood,

for he still had visions of their happy undergraduate life

in Leipzig twenty years before. Yet he did not even

recognise the later Rohde of ten years back, with whom
he had spent so many delightful years. Frankly, Rohde
was embarrassed through what he had heard from the

Overbecks. My brother had no inkling of this; he

always imagined that the Overbecks said nothing but good

of him to Rohde, and would at any rate he silent about

all the slight differences of opinion which had arisen.

Rohde’s letters had indeed prepared him for a change,

but certainly not for so radical a change as this. The
Leipzig troubles were in point of fact a mere side-issue,

i^ot for a single moment did they have a heart to heart

talk, and my brother had no opportunity of explaining

to Rohde the later developments of his philosophy.

Neither struck a responsive chord in the other. My
brother writes to me sarcastically :

“ To give you an idea

of the position—^the only thing which we have entirely

in common is our dislike of Frau Overbeck
;
but Rohde

expresses himself in far stronger terms than I do. As
you know, I determined from the first to put yp with

her for Overbeck’s sake. It wasn’t easy, Rohde thinks

that she exerts an evil influence upon Overbeck, and I

thought so too during that dreadful period of my last

stay at Bile.”—^My brother had hoped, not only to renew

his old relations with Rohde, but to make Leipzig, where

so many of his old companions lived, his permanent

place of residence. All these hopes were dashed by this

unfortunate meeting.

At first he wrote me very little about his experiences

:

“ Leipzig is no place of refuge and rest for me—that

much is clear.” Some weeks later, however, he goes

into more detail :
“ I have given up the plans you mooted as

to my delivering lectures at a university. In view of what

I have gone through here, this decision is inevitable. It is
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really maddening to think that a man who is bom for the

fullest and most far-reaching activities, and might sow of

his best in well-chosen soil, is condemned, with his half-

blind eyes, to write books, in order to be able to have any

influence at all. But it is impossible to think of having

any personal influence here. Rohde gives me some

remarkable glimpses into the inner workings of Leipzig

University. He is extremely dissatisfied, and has already

accepted a summons to Heidelberg. Our conversations

are not at all satisfactory
;
the inner harmony is lacking.

. . . He thinks a great deal of Overbeck—so do I, a very

great deal ! But I do wish that Rohde would not see

me with Overbeck’s eyes. If Overbeck doesn’t under-

stand me, although he honestly tries to do so (I shall

always be grateful to him for that), I have no right to

complain ;
he can’t help it, it isn’t in his nature. But

that Rohde should accept Overbeck’s views is very

annoying : he can help it. I must have patience. ‘ A
day will come !

” Perhaps !

”

Yet it was not until he returned to his quiet life at

Sils-Maria that he realised what he had gone through

at Leipzig and what resolutions he had now to make for

the fiiture. 1 am perhaps justified in saying that this

sojourn in Leipzig (May-June, 1886) finally shattered his

hopes of finding co-workers and associates. He writes :

“ The problems which face me seem to me of such con-

summate importance, that almost every year I have once

or twice imagined that those who saw the existence of

these problems would have to lay aside their own work
in order to devote themselves for a time exclusively to

my enterprise. What actually happened in every case

was such a laughable yet sinister contrast to what I had

expected that, experienced as I am in the ways of the

world, I learnt to be ashamed of myself. I had to learn

over again the elementary lesson that people are a

> Alluding to Homer's fcnrcnu ^luip, irm mX.—

T

r.
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thousand times more concerned about their habits than

even about their intei'ests.” . . .

He found at Leipzig that all the men who were worth

anything, his former friends and acquaintances, were

occupied with their own work
;
even Peter Gast, his one

real helper, made his music—^in accordance with my
brother’s own wish—^the chief object of his life and
activity. He could not use any coadjutors but the very

best. It was exceedingly painful to be faced with the

conviction that he would never find an entirely sym-

pathetic and devoted friend, to whom he could say

everything without reserve, that he would have to do all

his work alone and walk without a companion on his

difficult path. This may be seen from his letter to

me of July 9th, 1886 :

“In the meantime I have entirely given op the idea of

making Leipzig or Munich my permanent quarters. I have

to pot too much of my pride in my pocket before I can live

in such a society ; and, however much I may lower myself,

I cannot attain to the cheerful courage and self-confidence

necessary for the road on which I am travelling. For that

courage, Sils-Maria is after all a better place than Leipzig or

Munich. To think of all the humble pie I had to eat daring

my last stay in Germany, without my ‘ friends ’ having any

idea of the situation ! No, they are all ‘ well-meaning ’ towards

me. I have been through hours of mental depression such

as it is terrible even to think of. The humiliating experi-

ences of the autumn of 1882, which I had nearly forgotten,

came back to my mind, and I remembered with shame the

sort of men whom I had treated as my equals !—At every step

I take I meet with contradictory impressions—strange to say,

though, not about Richard Wagner. Even Rohde cannot put

up with Parsifal.

“ Where are those old friends who once seemed so near to

me? At present it’s as if we belonged to different worlds and

spoke a different language ! Like a stranger and an outcast I

wander about among them, no word, no look to hail me any

more. I am dumb, for no one understands my speech. I

doubt whether anyone ever understood it, or had to bear the
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same destiny, the same burden. It is heart-rending to be

condemned to silence, when one has so much to say. . . .

“ I really ought to take a rest again, for the mental and

psychical strain of the last few years has been too severe, and

I ]^ve grown gloomy and embittered. My health, as a matter

of fact, is quite normal, but my poor soul is so vulnerable, and

so eager for good friends, for men who are my * peers.’ Find

me a little circle of men who want to hear and understand

me—and I shall be sound in health
!

" . . .

From this passionate plaint we can see how deep an

impression this unlucky meeting with Bokde made upon

my brother. It was also a painhil memory to Eohde,

who could not get rid of the feeling that he had impressed

my brother unfavourably. Thus it was that only a

trivial occurrence was needed to bring about a rupture.

At the beginning of May my brother had asked Bohde
to recommend a certain young scholar for a post, or at

any rate to show some personal interest in his intellectual

development. His letter ended with the following

words ;
“ You will ask why I do not undertake the

matter myself. Well, I don’t care for ‘ young people,’

and my experience leads me to doubt whether I can really

be of any use. I find my recreation in older men, such as

Burckhardt or Taine : even my friend Bohde is not nearly

old enough for me. . . . But ' a day will come ’....”
Bohde however, who already knew the man recom-

mended by my brother, and had no liking for his per-

sonality, wrote an abrupt letter of refusal, closing with

an entirely uncalled-for attack upon Taine. He had
gathered, quite erroneously, from my brother’s letter

that the pupil was regarded as good enough for Bohde,

but not for Nietzsche.

Fritz was much wounded by Bohde’s remarks, for

harsh As Bohde could sometimes be to others, he had
always shown his tenderest side to my brother. All the

stored-up resentment against Bohde, all the hidden

disappointment caused by the Overbecks’ reports— all



288 THE LONELY NIETZSCHE

this and more now came out. Bohde indeed apologised

at some length for the tone of his letter, and on May 28rd

my brother made a counter-apology for having been

carried away by anger ; but for all that, this affaii* closed

the door for ever upon their friendship.

When Hohde and I came to talk over the matter in

the spring of 1894, his first request was that I should

return his letter, so that he could consign it to the flames.

He deeply regretted having let his pen run away with

him to such an extent, declaiiug that what had wounded
him so deeply was not my brother’s letter, but the

impleasant things said about him by Nietzsche to

others, and repeated to him by Overbeck. My brother’s

experience had been precisely the same. Shortly before

this correspondence with Eohde in the spring of 1887,

Overbeck had called upon Nietzsche as the latter was

passing through Zurich, and given him otfensive hints

regarding Rohde’s verdict upon Beyond Good and 'Evil.

I must admit that it was only in his letters to Overbeck

—so far as I know—that Rohde sjioke of Nietzsche in

so petty and misguided a fashion. Frau Geheinirat

Ritschl and Herr and Frau Geheimrat Wachsmuth, who
saw much of Rohde at Leipzig and Heidelberg towards

the end of the eighties, always laid stress upon the cordial

and reverent terms in which Rohde alluded to my brother.

Rohde himself said to me, without reproaching Overbeck,

that the latter “ had said such strange things to him
about Nietzsche.” I have been charged with being

biassed in Rohde’s favour, and with passing too lenient a

verdict upon his later relations with my brother. Such

statements can only be made by those who never saw

Rohde and Nietzsche together, and who know nothing

of the love and veneration for my brother expressed by

Rohde to Nietzsche himself and to others both ifi speech

and writing. When my brother learnt from Overbeck

what Rohde thought of Beyond Good and Evil, he spoke

of Bohde in no mea.sured terms, as he spoke of all whom



PEIENDSHIP 289

he had loved most and irom whom he had been estranged

through the agency of others. Yet even at the time of

his greatest hostility towards Bohde, he was under no

misconception as to the latter’s true character, and looked

for reasons why he had become so altered. In Ecce Homo,

speaking of the evil influence of climate, he says: “I
know of an actual case where a man of commanding

intellect, potentially a free spirit, became a narrow

recluse, a crabbed specialist, merely through a lack of

subtle instinct for climate.”

I shall never be able to persuade myself that Erwin

Rohde, in his heart of hearts, really had .so poor an

opinion of Nietzsche as appears from Bernoulli’s revela-

tions. It may be that I am mistaken, but at our above-

mentioned meeting Rohde’s emotion was too profound

to leave me in doubt. In order to judge whether my
brother’.^ later handwriting was easily decipherable,

Rohde glanced through my brother’s manuscripts, and
found the following passage in a draft for a letter to me
(February, 1888). “There is no lack of evil, slanderous

hints against me-, and in the newspapers, learned and

popular alike, there is a tone of unbridled hostility—but

how is it that no one protests against this, that no one

leels offended when I am abused ?—For years no consola-

tion, no milk of human kindness, no breath of love.”

This touching plaint moved Rohde profoundly :
“ It

cuts me to the quick,” he said, softly. He reproached

himself and Overbeck most bitterly for having left their

friend so sadly in the lurch both before and after he fell

ill, in spite of the influence they possessed through

their university posts ;
for never having encouraged him,

for never having troubled about his writings and his

difficulties with publishers, for never having defended

him even against the most deadly attacks. Rohde
promised that he would do all be could to make amends,

by helping in the publication of Nietzsche’s remains, and

hoped that Overbeck would follow his example. He
L.N. u
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regarded Frau Overbeck as responsible for the strange

attitude taken up by Overbeck after my brother fell ill

and in relation to the archive. Some weeks later, on

May 4th, 1894, Eohde writes to me: '* Possibly, or

rather probably. Overbeck’s wife is at the back of it all.

I simply cannot stand the woman ; she has made up her

mind to lure Overbeck away from all his old friends and

tastes, and win him over to the sour nihilism that lies at

the bottom of her own nature.”

The fnendship with Freiherr von Gersdorff did not end

in tragedy. I have already mentioned GersclorflTs love

affair with a young Italian lady, which caused a long-

lasting separation between the two friends. On this

point Gersdorff aftej wards severely reproached Malwida.

My brother found this unjust, and his stubborn defence

of Malwida led to the old estrangement. Later on, my
brother found that GersdorfTs attack upon our dear

idealistic Malwida was not altogether unjustified, and he

now felt very sad about his attitude in the whole affair.

This accounts for the frequent censures of Malwida that

occur in his memoranda. Freiherr von Gersdorff would

have been the very friend to go with him through thick

and thin and act as his most loyal companion in all those

hard years of change and progress. Afterwards, when
Nietzsche recognised his mistake, they wrote to each

other on the old footing, and my brother was perfectly

right when he said to Gersdorff, “I have really not

been disloyal to you for a single moment.” Yet this

belated renewal of the friendship could never compensate

for lost time. Gersdorffs long separation from Nietzsche

had made it impossible for him to follow his friend

into the new world of thought or to familiarise himself

with that world later on. In spite of his earnest study

of the Nietzschean ideas, Gersdorff to the end of his life

never freed himself from the trammels of Schopenhauerian

pessimism.

I cannot here trace the course of all his friendships,
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because there are no particular landmarks. With
Deussen, H. Bomundt and Max Heiuze his old intimate

relations remained unaltered. In the case of Freiherr

von Seydlitz and his wife there was also an interval, after

the breach with Wagner, when no letters were written,

but in the autumn of 1885 the former footing was re-

established. In No. 6 of the Neucr Rundschau for 1899,

Freiherr von Seydlitz gives his reminiscences of this

friendship, and describes in vivid language the place

held by Nietzsche in the hearts of nis friends :

“ I have never, never known a nobler man than Nietzsche.

He could be ruthless only towards ideas, not towards the men
who held the ideas. And those who heltd them (some of them
had the brains of porters !) soon found that out : they knew that

from him there was nothing to fear. They were silent about

him, for he was silent about them, from genuine, innate purity.

“Where lives the man who could point to a stain on
Nietzsche’s character ? He was as crystalline, as transparent as

the water of a mountain brook. What do I say? Mountain
brooks might be glad to be as pure as he. Through him, cleanli-

ness and chastity acquired a new, more potent value.”

One of the bitterest losses my brother experienced was
the premature death of Freiherr Heinrich von Stein,

who was so much a man after his own heart, and who,
he had hoped, would be spared to be the best disciple of

his old age. He writes on the subject “
. . . and then

as a rule there happen from outside things against which
there is no defence and which inflict incurable wounds.
Dr. von Stein’s death has touched me in my tenderest

spot ; for a few days I was almost beside myself with
grief. There are so few men in Germany who are a real

source of delight to me ; most people I simply put up
with, like a patient animal. But with Stein it is

different !

”

Yet one loyal disciple remained—Peter Gast, who in

all the years from 1876 to 1888 never wearied of serving

Nietzsche and of helping him in all his multifarious

n 2
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work, so far as his own career allowed. He knew how
to bring him joy and encouragement, not only through

his exhilarating music, which my brother looked upon

as a treasure trove, but also through his tactful and

reverent letters.

It will be said that even in his later years Nietzsche

was not devoid of Mends. True ; but he missed just

those who in his youth had caused him to forget how
lonely he was at bottom—those friends in whom he

delighted as his peers : Wagner, Bohde and Stein.



CHAPTER XXII

WOMEN, LOVE AND MABBIAOE

In comparison with friends and friendship, women and
love played but a small part in my brother’s life. This

we can already see from the aphorism ;
“ Love ranks far

below friendship, for love demands exclusive possession,

whereas a man can have several good friends, and these

again can become friends of each other.” Yet if he did

not look upon love as that primal, world-moving force of

which poets sing, it would on the other hand be an utter

mistake to call him a misogynist. I never could under-

stand how this view came to be held, for I have always

borne in mind an aphorism of his which certainly shows

no trace of misogyny or contempt for women :
“ the

perfect woman is a higher type than the perfect man,
and moreover a far rarer type.” It is true that he

had a certain distaste for the commonplace apotheosis of

the German woman, as expressed in the newspapers and
at public dinners. He was too much of a good European
not to feel somewhat amused when all the feminine

merits and virtues were ascribed to the women of

Germany. There is, however, one type of Teutonic

femininity which he always admired and regarded as the

type most suited to the German character : that is, the

woman of the country squire class, who in quiet self-

consciousness and with all the marks of good breeding

rules over the extensive domain of her household, and
whose health, naturalness, cheerful courage and active

piety it is a pleasure to contemplate. My brother per-

haps formed this ideal, not only from the present age

but also from the Homeric poems. There, too, we find
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the most honoured woman not taking part in public life,

but acting as the best of counsellors to her husband and
children, as the wise mistress of an extensive household,

who with all her dignity, modesty, patience and self-

control subordinates herself to the will of her husband,
even in doubtful cases, as when for instance he brings a
concubine into the home. Andromache thus finds words
of tenderness and indulgence, when she says that Hector
has been “ infatuated by the Cyprian goddess.”

It is regrettable that my brother dealt with “ woman ”

only in scattered passages. At the beginning of the

seventies he had the intention of writing a book on the

subject, but perhaps he realised that as a bachelor he
did not possess sufficient knowledge. At any rate, he
once said to me :

“ Only married men ought to write

about women.” Yet there is a vast number of stray

remarks in his books and in published and iinpublished

letters, which show somewhat fluctuating views about

woman, love and marriage. I intend to devote a special

volume to this theme, and in the present book I must
keep within narrow limits.

My brother writes on one occasion : “We cannot think

too highly of women, but that is no reason why we
should have false ideas about them.” Judging from my
personal experiences I can only say that my brother

both in word and action treated the female sex with a

tender, almost paternal care. Never did he betray so

much as a shadow of misogyny, and his hard words
apply only to the emancipated women, who, he thought,

would on the whole do great harm to the status and
influence' of their sex. It must not be forgotten that

Frfiulein Lou Salom4 had given him some unpleasant,

nay horrifying glimpses into the soul of a modem
imanc^ie; and above all that he had to deny her the

quality which he would solely have recognised in a

woman who pursues serious scientific studies, to wit,

“heroism of knowledge.” This accounts for the bitter
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tone of many of his remarks, especially in Beyond Good
and EvU. This book is full of antitheses directed against

several ludicrous assumptions on the part of woman-
suffragists, who in those days still made the utipleasant

impression that is often created by the fanatical pioneers

of new intellectual movements. Against their main
thesis—^the demand for the absolute personal freedom of

woman and her equality with man—^he sets up as an
antithesis the Asiatic conception of woman as a masculine
chattel, to be kept in a harem. Here, however, I must
point out that the place where this was written is

Nice i The nearness of Monte Carlo attracts to Nice a
flood of doubtful—or far from doubtful !—^female types,

and I fancy that any respectable man would like to see

the greater part of them shut up in a harem (not his

own, for choice). Moreover, my brother looked at this

problem from another point of view. Frau von Plankner
told me that there was a Swede at Nice who had a very
beautiful and virtuous wife, and that Nietzsche always
pitied the husband for having to lead that gracious

creature through the troop of lascivious males. In this

case, too, the Asiatic conception of woman as a chattel

to be shut up would have seemed to him more dignified.

There is no denying that my brother’s verdicts on
woman varied very widely, and that some of his remarks
on the subject are excessively severe, just as is the case

with many remarks on the other side. Yet clever

women may learn more from his counsels than fium a
hundred books written by the male and female champions
of their emancipation. Some of these clever women
have already become convinced that my brother was
their best friend and mentor, and are gratified to hear

the following passage :
“ They want to ‘ cultivate ’ women

more, and, as they say, make the ‘ weaker sex ’ stronger

through culture : as if history did not persistently teach us

the lesson that the ‘ cultivation ’ and enfeeblement of

humanity—enfeeblement^ disruption, weakening of the
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will-power—always go hand in hand ;
and that the

strongest and most influential women whom the world

has known (Napoleon’s mother is a recent instance) owed
their power and influence over men to their will-power,

and not to schoolmasters !
”

My brother longed to see the human race strengthened

and beautified, but the first requisite for this is beautiful,

strong and healthy mothers. That this aim can be

reached b)’ means of public school training udll hardly

be maintained ])y the most passionate advocate ofwomen’s

rights. My brother writes :
“ On no account must our

public school training be apjdied to girls ! The training

that often turns cleTwr, ardent boys, thirsting for know-

ledge, into copies of their teachers!” Moreover, my
brother desired that the female se.v should l)e as clever

and attractive as possible, and did not think that this

end could in any w'ay Ije furthered by emancipation.

Hence, when he attacks the emanci])ation movement, he

does so with a certain astonishment at the fact that so

clever a sex allows itself such follies :
“ There is stupidiUf

in this movement, an almost masculine stupidity, of

which a well-bred woman—who is always W clever
*

woman—ought to l)e heartily ashamed.” He held that

by this movement the female sex stood to lose far more

than it could ever hope to gain. He tested this thoroughly

by the examples that lay to hand.

'' In the three or four civilised countries of Europe, a few

centuries of training will convert women into anything you

please, even into men; not in the physiological sense, it is

true, but in every other sense. Under such influenoes they

will come to acquire all the masculine virtues and strong

points, but they will have to assume all the masculine weak-

nesses and vices into the bargain ; so much, as 1 have said,

can be done by constraint. But how shall we endure the

necessary transition period, which may perhaps lasffor some

centuries, and during which all the feminine follies and

meannesses, their ancient birthright, still predominate over

all that they have acquired and. learnt? This will be the
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period .in which anger will be the only quality that has a

manly appearance ; anger at the fact that all the arts and

sciences are flooded and swamped by an outrageous dilettant-

ism—that philosophy is talked to death by brain-racking

chatter—that politics are more fantastic and parfSsan than

ever before—that society is in complete disintegration, because

the champions of the old ways have become ridiculous even

to themselves, and endeavour so far as possible to stand

outside the conventions. For if women’s greatest power

once lay in the conventions, how would they ever manage to

regain a similar amount of power, niter the conventions have

been abandoned ?
”

Accordingly my brother felt it his duty to issue

a warning. “It is just becausq I have a higher

and deeper and even more scientific conception of

woman than her male and female emancipators that

T oppose the emancipation movement. I know better

where their strength lies, and say of them ‘ they know
not what they do.’ Their very instincts are at war with

their present aspirations !
” Such is the point of view

from which we must regard all the anti-feminist remarks

in his writings. It is consistent with this standpoint that

in practice he was, of all the men I have ever met, the

most chivalrous and considerate towards women; not

only towards young and pretty girls and the intellectual

and famous among older women, hut also towards unin-

teresting old spinsters and rough women of the people,

who certainly did not belong to the ornamental poition

of their sex, and through their ugliness, uncouthness and

banality failed to inspire courtesy in other men. I am
not leaking only my personal experience, hut on the

testimony of others, as for instance his fellow-boarders

on the i^^era. Stories are still told of his politeness

towards women to whom no one else showed any kindness.

His tenderness towards invalid women can best he seen

fi'om the evidence of those concerned. That pious,

distinguished, invalid English woman whom my brother

often met in Sila-Maria gave me a touching account of
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the delicate attentions he paid her, and how he always

prevented the conversation from turning upon his

philosophy. In the end he implored her, almost with

tears, not to read his books ;
“ because you know,” she

added, with charming humour, “ after studying his

philosophy, which one of his female disciples explained

to me rather brutally (and all wrong, too, no doubt), so

weak and sickly creature as I would have had no right

to go on living at all.” I should like to emphasise the

fact that my brother had a strong preference for pious

women
; he even maintained “ that a woman without

piety was for a profound, godless man something

altogether repulsive' or ridiculous.” The pious women
who made his acquaintance or heard of him from others

returned his kindly appreciation, and spoke of him in the

most laudatory terms. They simply could not under-

stand how this noble thinker could fail to be a good

Christian, and at heart they deplored this mistake.

Princess Feodora, sister of our Empress, gave eloquent

expression to this idea in a poem addressed to Nietzsche.

“ And all the angels turned their heads and wept,

For he, their mate and brother, went astray.

He missed his way and wandered in the twilight.”

The old English woman always used to say “ There was

something religious about him.” She meant, no doubt,

his tender consideration for her viets's, which in all their

talks he assumed as his own.

How has it come about, then, that my brother is

regarded on the whole as a misogynist? I think the

reason may be found in a brief sentence from Zaraffmtra

:

“ Thou aH going to women ? Forget not thy whip !

”

Thousands of women know no more of Nietzsche than

this sentence. They do not even take the trouble to look

up Zarathmtra and see who the speaker is
; to wit, an old

woman. Even those who read the whole chapter seem

to miss its playful character. X will give a brief

summary. Zarathustra wanders alone and is asked by
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a friend why he is slinking in so lonely a fashion through

the twilight. He says in reply that he has in his mantle

a little truth, which has been presented him by an old

woman. She had said to him, Zarathustra spake much
also to us women, hut never did he speak of women.”

Zarathustra had answered, “ Of woman one should talk

only to men.” But when the old woman pressed him, he

had said much on this subject, both good and bad. In

point of fact Nietzsche is only glorifying the affectionate,

obedient woman, who is rated somewhat low by her

emancipated sister of to-day, and perhaps also by weak
men, who do not really know what they want. The
chapter ends as follows :

“ Then the old woman replied

to me, ‘Zarathustra has said much that is pleasing,

above all for them that are young enough to mark his

words .... and now as a token of thanks do thou

accept a little truth. Assuredly I am old enough to

utter it.’ ‘Woman, give me thy little truth,’ said

Zarathustra. And thus spake the old woman: 'Thou

art going to women ? Forget not thy whip !

’ ”—Every-

one who has a sense of irony and humour will enjoy this

poetic presentment of a somewhat bitter truth—

a

truth which will surely gain assent from all women
who have lived in society or who know women of the

lower orders, where woman as a rule ventures to be

more natural than under simple middle-class conditions.

There are women of unbridled impulses, who need a

master—^for of course the whip is only a symbol of

mastery—and indeed a strong master, in order to be

kept in control.

The origin of this remark, by the way, lies in an

amusing little story. When Fritz was on a visit to us

at Naumburg in the spring of 1886, I read to him
Turgeniev’s short story. First Love. A charming young
person, of somewhat peculiar temperament indeed, is

loved at the same time by a father and his son. The
father is a robust, brutal man of forty, the son an
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idealistic youth of eighteen. The fair one prefers the

father. Later on the young idealist watches a scene in

which the girl goes on her bended knees to ask a favour

from his father, but the latter strikes her with a riding-

whip so that red weals appear on her white arms ;—^yet

she loves him in spite of all. While I read this story,

my brother made all sorts of humorous remarks, but as

regards this scene he expressed his disapproval of the

lover’s behaviour. I could not help pointing out to him,

from certain instances knowm to both of us, that there

really are women who can only be kept in control by a
brutal display of power on the part of the man ; women
who, as soon as they do not feel that symbolic whip
raised over them, become shameless and impudent, and
make a plaything or even a door-mat of the man who
shows them tenderness and devotion. My brother knew
the instances very well, and had often spoken of them
with indignation. On this occasion, however, he leant

back on the sofa, raised his arms and cried out with well-

feigned astonishment, So the Lama advises men to use

the whip !

” “No,” I answered, laughingly, “ of course

the whip isn’t meant for Lamas, for sensible, virtuous

women ; they want to be treated with tender love and
consideration. But for the others !

” A year later my
brother met me in Borne and gave me the first part of

Zarathustra. I came to the chapter where the old woman
says to Zarathustra, “ Thou art going to women ?

Forget not thy whip !
” “ Oh, Fritz,” I cried in horror,

“ Fm the old woman.” My brother laughed and said he
would not let anyone know. Since we had read the

short story, Fritz may have revised his theories or

increased his knowledge of women, so that he now
recognised the germ of truth in the “ whip ” episode, and
felt impelled to give it special prominence.

My brother complains bitterly about the readers of his

writings : Whoever tries to grasp them and misses his

hold, like one who has no right to such books, at once
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makes himself ridiculous—a little fit of rage impels him
to pour out the real contents of his silly soul ; and who
knows what may then come to light ? He goes on to

bewail ‘‘ their incapacity to see what is new and original,

their clumsy fingers that cannot grasp a nuance^ their

stiff pedantry, which stumbles and falls over one mere
word/’ I should say that the feminists have often

stumbled over the sentence, Thou art going to women ?

Forget not thy whip !

”

If my brother’s attack on female emancipation is so

uncompromising, that is only the logical outcome of his

philosophy, of his care for the coming generation and for

a higher culture. Professor Vaihii^ger, in his Nietzsche

as Philosopher^ puts the case very well

:

** For Nietzsche, the highest culture could only exist where
powerful, untamed men with strong passions came to the
fore .... where the natural, manly instinct of the will to

power is not banned or hemmed in by a thousand legal

formulas. That is why Nietzsche, as we have seen, regarded

the tendency towards State Socialism as a danger to culture, a
symptom of decadence. He was bound to hold a similar view
regarding the feminist movement, so far as that movement
involves efforts to endow woman, who is naturally weaker,

with masculine qualities and rights, and to remove the differ-

ence between the sexes. Nature has done wisely in creating

this inequality. She has given the male greater strength, and
an innate instinct to command, while she has made it the

function of woman, as the weaker, to be subordinate, to serve

and to obey. To make women equal with men seems to

Nietzsche a revolt against Nature and a falsification of culture.

Hence Nietzsche looks upon the emancipation movement as a
symptom of decadence, and against this revolt he directs the

most pointed shafts of his irony. In this sense Nietzsche is

an anti-feminist. Yet it would be a serious mistake to look in

Nietzsche for such brutal assaults on women as we find in

Schopenhauer ; Nietzsche shows the deepest reverence for

what he considers the true character of woman, especially the

function of motherhood. After all, the purpose of marriage is

to create the men of the future by a careful process of selection.
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In a subtle digram Nietzsche sums up his conoeption of the

relation between the sexes :
** Man's happiness lies in ' I will !

’

woman's happiness in * he will
! '

"

It is a deplorable thing that our modem civilization

does not go hand in hand with Nature—^I mean that so

many admirable girls never many. We ought not to

shut our eyes to the fact that feminism is a movement of

spinsters, and that its adherents are generally childless

women. That is the reason why in England, where for

several decades the female population has so greatly out-

numbered the male, the movement began earliest and is

now taking such an irrational course with regard to the

suffrage. It should be admitted that the old conventions

were designed solely for the wife and mother, and that

the enormous increase in the number of unmarried

women has made the situation very difficult. What are

these unwedded and childless women to do with all their

powers and talents 1 My brother sometimes forgot this

point, since he had little knowledge of the women who
have to earn their own living. Were he alive to-day,

when so many healthy, pretty, active girls fashion a

career for themselves, he might see fit to revise his

opinions. After all, a man, however subtle a psychologist

he may be, can never quite read into the soul of a proud,

energetic maiden. It is hard to have to wait for the

husband who is to give her life an aim and a purpose,

and she prefers to take her destiny into her own hands.

At any rate, even Nietzsche would complain if to-day

when only half of the adult female population marries,

the rest were to fritter away their lives in frivolous and

useless pursuits. How many ridiculous old maids there

were in the past! Thb type, occupied solely in petty

household duties and still pettier gossip, has almost

entirely vanished. Unfortunately, anotW type has

also vanished ; the good aunt, who sacrificed herself for

the nephews and nieces, and suppressed her own person-

ality for the sake of their weal and woe. My brother
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and I had aunts of this kind, and always looked up to

them with reverence. They were, indeed, of a particu-

larly admirable type ; they were fond of solitude, but

always had an open heart and ear for the joys and
sorrows of the rising generation. My brother writes,

after the death of one of these aunts :
“ It is just because

I knew so little of my father and can only guess what he

was like from stray reports, that my nearest relatives

were more to me than aunts are to most people. I am
glad when I think of Aunt Biekchen and others—how
they all retained striking characters till the very end of

their lives, and took care to depend less and less upon
external aid, upon the doubtful good-will of humanity.

I am glad of this because 1 find 'here my own racial

chai’acteristics—^the characteristics of all who bear the

name of Nietzsche.”

The quality on which my brother here lays such stress

—of not wishing to depend upon the doubtful good-will

of humanity—is a distinguishing mark of the unmarried

women of to-day. They do not want to be a burden to

others in their old age, as was formerly the lot of so

many women, especially of those who had no private

means. To grow old without being able to make use of

one’s own powers, to be compelled to rely on the good-

will of others—^that was a hard fate.

Thus my own attitude towards feminism is somewhat

different from my brother’s, although some developments

of this movement seem to me most undesirable. It is

really a pleasure to see the position that is now taken by
spinsters no longer in their first youth, and to observe

how wonderfully well they wear. I speak from experi-

ence, for during the last twenty years I have had several

lady assistants in the work upon the Nietzsche archive

and upon the complete edition of my brother’s works.

All these assistants have been a striking success, and

I cannot speak too highly of their conscientiousness,

reliability, loyalty and love for their task. We read in
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the Bible that God created woman as a helpmate
; well,

nowadays, when they cannot all be helpmates of their

husbands, they fulfil that function admirably in other

spheres. One need only ask the scholars what a blessing

feminine help has been to them ! But I must speak

here, not of my own experiences, but of my brother's

views, which during the last twenty years might perhaps

have altered—or perhaps not.

My brother’s ideal of women was in fact the ideal

cherished by every man of high character : the brave

woman, who by her cheerful, loving personality tries to

lighten her husband’s burdens, to refresh him after his

dreary hours of wprk and of wrestling with difficult

problems, who relieves him of the petty worries of daily

life, and shows some understanding for his higher

aspirations; the healthy, beautiful woman who brings

strong, healthy children into the world and gives them
all that a mother’s love and CJire can jirovide. In other

words, it was the ideal hitherto glorified by every artist.

My brother writes of the Sistine Madonna :
“ Here

Baphael sought for once to paint a vision
;
but such a

vision as may appear and will appear to young men of

high character, even though they are without ‘ faith ’

;

the vision of their future wife, a clever, high-souled,

reticent and very beautiful woman, who shall carry their

first-born in her arms. Let old men, who are accustomed

to prayer and devotion, admii'e the superhuman touch in

the scene, just as that worthy greybeard on the left of

the picture is doing ; we younger men—so Baphael

seems to call to us—^will satisfy ourselves with the

beautiful maiden on the right, who with her challenging

(and by no means) devout glance is saying to the

spectator ' That mother and with her child—a pleasant,

inviting sight, eh V ” The mother with her child should

^ways be for us the most moving of all pictures, and the

noblest symbol to mark the continuance of humanity, the

unbroken chain of love that binds each generation to the
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next. This is the ideal which my brother always regarded

and treated with the tenderest reverence. He con-

sidered that a grave danger was involved if—^as seemed

to be the case in his own age—this ideal of mother and

child were no longer looked upon as the highest. He
felt that the present tendency of the woman movement

was to lay tot) much stress upon the individual per-

sonality, with its frequent petty selfishness and love

of comfoi’t, and that the necessity for answering the

question “ What drawbacks for the human race does the

movement involve?” might thus be entirely forgotten.

He feared that under the influence of the unmarried,

who usually stand at the head o£ the movement, an

ideal unfavoura})]e to the ])ropagation and higher develop-

ment of lunnauit}’ might arise, and that in this way just

the best women, the bravest and most high-souled, would

come to loathe the idea of marriage.

My brother even thought it possible that under the

influence of feminism, as of Christianity, the origin of

life would be made unclean. Now the origin of life was

alwa^'s regarded by him as the highest and holiest of

mvbteries, and for Ins j)rofoundest ideas he often used

the meta})hors of conception, pregnancy, relation between

mother and child. It was his most earnest wish that

the sexual life should be conceived as holy in the

highest degree ;
“ Every sign of contempt for the sexual

life, eveiy degradation of that life through the concep-

tion of ‘imj)ure,’ is a sin against all life—^the real sin

against the Holy Ghost of life.” Every thinking man

will realise that a philosopher who saw the highest goal

in the improvement of humanity, in the superman as a

general type and not merely as an isolated instance

—^who writes for women in Zarathustra, “ May the light

of the stare shine in your love ! May it be your one

hope to give birth to the superman !
”—that such a

philosopher must ask us to treat the sexual life as holy,

to treat woman in her pregnant state as holy, to treat

LJI. X
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woman in general as holy, and must demand that “ she

shall be pure and beautiful, like a precious stone,

irradiated by the virtues of a world that has not yet

come into being."

An admirer of my brother once said to me that no

sacred book in the world contained such glorious sayings

about marriage as ZaratJiustra. Let me merely give an

instance of the deep earnestness with which he asks

young men to examine themselves, before entering into

matrimony

:

“ I have a question for thee alone, my brother : I cast this

question into thy soul like a plummet, that I may sound its

depth.

“ Thou art young and desirest a wife and child. But 1 ask

thee, art thou a man that hath a right to desire a child ?

“Art thou the conquering one, the self-vanquisher, the

master of thy senses, the lord of thy virtues ? That is what 1

ask of thee.

“ Or is thy desire the cry of the covetous beast ? Or of

loneliness? Or of discontent with thyself?

“My will is that thy victory and thy freedom should yearn

for a child. Living monuments shalt thou build to thy

victory and thy liberation.

“ Thou shalt build beyond thyself. But first thou must

thyself be builded aright, four-square in body and soul.

“ Thou shalt not only multiply thy seed, but make it grow

higher ! And for this thou shalt use the garden of marriage.

“A nobler body shalt thou create, a first movement, a

wheel that rolleth by its own impulse—a creator shalt thou

create.

“ Marriage : by that I mean the will of two to create one

who is greater than they that created him. Beverence for

each other I call marriage, and reverence for him that is

inspired by such a will.

“ This be the sense and truth of thy marriage. . . .

“ . . . . But even your highest love is but an ecstatic vision

and a devouring flame ; a torch that is to light you to loftier paths.

“One day ye must love beyond yourselves! So ye must

Zeam to love ! And therefore ye must drink the bitterness in

the cup of your love.
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For there is bitterness even in the cap of the highest love;

so does this love make thee yearn for the superman, so does it

cause thirst to thee, the creator

!

“A thirst for the superman, an arrow and a yearning for

the superman : tell me, my brother, is this thy will to marriage ?

“ Holy do I call such a will and such a marriage.”

Yet, alas ! how seldom nowadays does marriage

resemble the ideal picture that my brother has delineated

!

In various places he describes how badly marriages may
turn out, and how all these galling relationships in love

and matrimony “beginning with a great many brief

follies, and ending in a long drawn-out stupidity,”

develop into passionate hatred of the sexes. This train

of thought prompted him to make tlie strange statement

that “ the course of love is sex-war, its basis deadly sex-

hatred.” He wrote this note just after hearing a

pei-formance of Carmen^ and we can see from this that

Bizet’s music gave him the clearest idea of that

tremendous, gloomy, fateful passion which he never

experienced himself, and of which he used to say earlier,

witli a smile of incredulity or amazement, “ And all this

fuss about a little girl !

”

My brother could not imagine anything more dis-

tressing or fatal for a man’s character than an unhappy
maixiage. Hence he proposes a sort of experimental

mating :

“ Ill-assorted couples I have always found the most
vindictive ; they make all the world suffer for the fact that

they can no longer go each his own way.
“ That is why I want sincere people to say to each other

:

' We love each other : let us see that we go on loving each

other. Or is our promise to be a mistake ? Give us a respite

and a brief mating, so that we may see if we are suited for a
long marriage. It is a serious matter for two always to be

together !
’

“ That is my advice to all sincere people : and what would

my love for the superman and the coming race signify if I

spoke and advised in any other way ?
”

X 2
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According to my brother’s views, the most desirable

basis for a maniage would not be falling in love, but a

deep fidendship. Marriage,” he writes, “should be a

friendship, a means of strengthening our own ideal

through another ideal ; each should see the other’s ideal

from his or her own !
”

. . .
“ The best element in

marriage is friendship. If that friendship is strong

enough, it has power to look beyond and even ignore

the sexual aspect. Without friendship, marriage makes
both parties small-minded and contemptuous.”

His conception of a genuine lov^* was high and

reverent. So late as the year 1886 he vTites :
“ I have

never desecrated the name of love !
” For his lofty

nature, love in the vulgar sense was a painful thing ;
he

writes of himself :
“ There really are men who are

fundamentally chaste ; they are gentler in spirit than

you, their laughter is more kindly and more ample than

yours. They even laugh at chastity, and say, ‘ What is

chastity ? Is not chastity a piece of foolishness ? But
this foolishness came to us, and was not of our seeking.

We offered this guest a lodging in our hearts : now he

lives with us—let him stay as long as he pleases !

’ ”

And this charming guest liked him as a host. In 1888

he writes ;
“ What does chastity in a man mean ? That

he is still refined in his sexual taste ; that in matters of

love he does not desire what is brutal, morbid or

perverse !
” He was firmly convinced that healthy men

and women alike were chaste and continent. He often

ascribed sexual hyperaesthesia to alcohol and other

stimulants. “ It is had to live in cities ; they contain

too many debaucheea”

My brother was a warm advocate of marriage, though

inde^ only for healthy people, coming of a healthy stock.

We find the following jottings among his notes : “ For

the fiiture of marriage ; larger burdens to he laid on

bachelors than on others, as regards both taxation (in

legacies, etc.) and military service, beginning at a
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specified age and increasing.—^Privileges of all kinds for

fathers of large families ; under certain circumstances a

plurality of votes. A medical certificate to be required

before every marriage, countersigned by the local

authorities
; in this certificate, several specified questions

must be put by the doctors and answered by the affianced

couple (‘ family history ’). As an antidote to prostitution

(or as a means of ennobling prostitution) : temporary

marriages, legalised (for periods of years or months) with

a guarantee for the children
; trustworthy members of

the community to stand sponsor for every marriage.”

As for my brother’s personal position towards marriage,

I must note it as the merest chance that he did not

marry while a Professor at BS,le, especially during the

years 1 872-74. In spite of the uncertain health resulting

from his ambulance duties in the Franco-Pinissian War,

and the eye ti’ouble due to his overwork, he felt that he

was constitutionally sound, and therefore had every right

to marry. Professor Deussen describes how in 1871

and 1872 he found Nietzsche at B0,le “ in the full pride

and exuberance of health,” and even in 1888 my brother

w'rites (in Ecce Homo) of the sixteen years since 1872,

“ on the whole I was healthy.”

He often expressed, both in speech and in writing, his

intention of marrying. Thus in the autumn of 1874 he

writes to Friiulein von Meysenbug :
“ What I want to

get very soon, I may tell you in confidence, is a good

wife, and then I don’t think I shall have any wishes

unfulfilled.” In December, 1874, he writes to Gersdorff

:

” Good friends are an admirable invention, and on that

account the lot of man may be called fortunate. So far

it has been the only way in which we could give of our

best and have any infiuence, beyond our own personality.

The time will come when we must also do our other

duty, and take steps to secure a vigorous offspring, equal

to ourselves in body and soul.”

Thus we see that a wife and child formed an essential
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part of his plans for future happiness, and if these

schemes were never realised, it is because they were

forced into the background by the intellectual problems

which he pursued with such passionate ardour. In 1885

he writes : One always has some more pressing thing

to do at the moment than marrying
;
that’s how it has

always been with me, I’m afraid ! All of us who stood near

to him—especially Wagner and Fiiiulein von Meysenbug
—did our best to remind him from time to time of the

plan. He writes to Gersdorff on the point :
“ It’s really

delicious to think of you and the Bayreuth people sitting

in a committee for the consideration ofmy marriage ! Yes,

but—surely I have a right to say something ! There

are many women on this planet, to find the right one is

my affair. Am I, like some knight of old, to go on a

crusade through the world, in order to reach that

promised land which you point out to me ? Or do you

think the women would come to me for inspection, till I

chose the right one ? This scheme seems to me rather

impossible. If not, it’s for you to prove the contrary

and show its wisdom by your own example.” When the

subject came up again later, and visions of perfect mates

—clever, beautiful, rich—^were conceived for my brother,

Wagner said chaffingly : “ Where are you to take one

without stealing ? Such young ladies are hard to find.”

My brother, by the way, knew very well what it was

to be in love
;
not only as a student, when he was deeply

smitten with Hedwig Baabe, but later on in life as well.

It is noteworthy that all the women who really touched

his heart were beautiful. The Dutch young lady whose

refusal of my brother was described in The Young

Nietzsche was a most attractive person. If I could collect

the portraits of all these charmers, everyone would say,

“ A regular galaxy of beauty !
” The three photograph

which are in my possession are all notable cases in point.

One looks as if she were a model for Clytie. Probably

he never admired or loved any woman more than that
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strikingly beautiful young Parisienne whom he met in

1876 at Bayreuth. I think she was really the embodi-

ment of his ideal, especially as she was highly musical,

and had a most pleasant laugh. He set great store by

this last feature. In later days he often told me how
unhappy he felt at the time in that he had only made
the acquaintance of this enchanting creature when she

was already married. In Ecce Homo, it is true, ho

makes ajoke upon the subject, but the joke did not come

from his heart, or else he had to some extent forgotten

his sentiments of twelve years earlier.

Herr 0. A. Bernoulli, in order to lend some interest

to his tedious book Overheck—Nietzsche, has inserted a

lai’ge number of fictitious statements. One critic

observes very aptly that the book is like a rag-bag,

which one stufis indiscriminately with all manner of odds

and ends. Thus Hen- Bernoulli has made the sensational

discovery that my brother was passionately in love with

Frau Cosima Wagner. If only Rohde and Gersdorft’

were still alive, how heartily they would laugh at this

!

In the ordinary course, there would l^e no need to refute

this amusing invention of Bernoulli’s ; but various ardent

Wagnerites, who cannot bear to think that Nietzsche

was led to desert Wagner by deep artistic and

philosophical convictions, have tried to exploit the fiction

and thus to falsify the whole history of Nietzsche’s

relations with Wagner. Hence the truth must here be

established.

There is no doubt that my brother had an extraordinary

reverence for Cosima Wagner ; thus he writes to Malwida

von Meysenbug :
“ Frau Wagner, as you know, is the

most ^mpathetic woman I have ever met.” High
appreciation and reverence, however, are very far

removed from passionate love. Whoever is anything of

a psychologist, and knew my brother at the time when
he was most intimate with Wagner, must be aware that

in comparison with Wagner no one counted at all,
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or ootinted only in so fax as he stood in some relation

to Wagner. It was as Eichard Wagner’s wife that Frau

Oosima earned my brother’s veneration, and it was as

Hichard Wagner’s wife that she afterwards incurred

from him the bitterest reproaches. She had " popularised

and Christianised her husband,” he said, “and had

turned Wagner into a Liszt. Frau Gosima Wagner is

the only woman in the grand style that I have ever

known ; but I lay at her door the charge of having

corrupted Wagner.”

Apart frx»m all this, Gosima personally was far from

being the ideal woman who might have carried my
brother off his feet in a torrent of ])as8iou. She was

very tall and thin, ‘her nose and mouth were far too

large, and she could not laugh, or at any rate her

laughter sounded most unpleasant, so that she usually

smiled instead. All these qualities were at variance

with the graceful type which my brother admired, and

which he always summed up in the phrase “a sweet

little woman.” Anyone who takes HeiT Bernoulli as a

guide to Nietzsche will soon be floundering in a morass

of baseless assumptions.

In spite of all the fascinating women who touched his

heart, my brother was deterred from marrying, not only

by his insufficient means, but also, we may fairly assume,

by his fear of “ eternal misunderstanding.” “ That is

no doubt the guardian spirit who so often prevents

persons of different sex from forming hasty unions, to

which their senses and their hearts summon them—and

not any Schopenhauerian ‘ guardian spirit of the race ’
!

”

The more the classical scholar developed into the

philosopher, the more his attitude towards marriage

became altered. In the seventies, when candidates for

matrimony were proposed to him, he demanded above

all “ intellectual qualities,” but later on, in the eighties,

he would not hear of intellectual ladies as helpmates.

In 1888, when I spoke highly of one such lady, he wrote
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to me :
“ For me, much intellect in a woman is still very

little, and as a rule this so-called ‘intellect,' which

imposes only on superficial men, is simply a piece of

absurd pretentiousness. Nothing is more wearisome

than an intellectual goose of this sort, who doesn’t even

know how boring she is. . . . You think that love would

change her, but I don’t believe in any change being

wrought by * love.’ ” In a draft for a letter he writes

:

“ It never enters my head that I can be loved ; to love

me, a woman would need to have some idea of what sort

of a man I am. For men of my stamp there is no such

thing as marriage, unless in the style of our Goethe.”

In the winter of 1886 he discusses the point in greater

detail : “What would suit me better, perhaps, is a good

domestic wife, one who would be content with the duty

of keeping me in a j)roper condition for doing my diJEcult

work. But from this point of view, so far as my experi-

ence of women goes, they are all inadequate ; so that I

have lost all faith in the idea. She would have to be

young, very cheerful, very active, and blessed with little

or no ‘ culture ’
! and what is more, a good housekeeper

by natural inclination. There—there’s something for

you to laugh over !

”

The conclusion shows that he had not much confidence

even in a life-partner of this type, and thus the following

aphorisms express what camemore and more to be his view

ofthe matter :
“ Will the free spirits live with women ? On

the whole my opinion is that, like the prophetic birds of

antiquity, they must prefer, as the modem speakers and

thinkers of tmth, to fly alone.—It is laughable when a
society ofpaupers decides to abolish the right of inherit-

ance, and it is no less laughable when childless men take

part in practical legislation : for they have not enough

luillast in their ship to be able to sail securely into the

ocean of the fixture. Yet it seems to me no less absurd

when one who has chosen for his sphere universal know-

ledge and the assessment of existence as a whole burdens
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himedf with the perBonal cares of a family, with winning

bread, security and social position for wife and children.

By so doing, he shrouds the end of his telescope with a

dark veil, through which hardly a single ray from the

distant world of stars can pierce. Thus I come to the

conclusion that, where the highest philosophical thinking

is concerned, all married men are suspect.”

In the end he grew sick of all our planning, although

his protests were still very gentle. A friend of his

writes to him in 1886 : “My wife has just got your

letter, in which you so gently declined this match-

making scheme. It must be about the hundreth, but, to

quote Julius Cffsar, ‘.he put it by every time gentler than

other ; but for all that, to my thinking, he was very

loth to lay hie fingers off it.’
* ”

His later pronouncements on the marriage question

also convey the notion that a philosopher must sacrifice

his pei’sonal comfort, so that he may be free to contem-

plate mankind. His loving, communicative nature

yearned for a happy, harmonious environment, for wife

and children, but the fear that the boldness of his

opinions might hurt his nearest and dearest and lead

them, like himself, into difficulties, always prevented

him from giving way to his desire for an aifectionate

circle. At the beginning of January, 1888, he writes :

“Yesterday, as I was on my usual walk, I suddenly

heard, from a turning olF the road, somebody talking

and laughing wdth a laughter that came from the heart

(it almost sounded as if it were you) : and when the

somebody came into view, it turned out to be a charming

brown-eyed girl, who lrx>ked at me almost as a fawn

might look. Suddenly my lonely philosopher’s heart

grew warm within me—^I thought of your marriage

projects, and all through the walk my mind couldn’t

keep from running on this delightful girl. No doubt it

1 This is a patchwork of two separate quotations from Caeca's account of

the offer of the crown to Csesar ; Act I., Scene II.—Tr.
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would do me good to have such a gracious creature about

me—^but would it do her good? Wouldn’t my views

make her unhappy ? And wouldn’t it break my heart

(supposing I loved her) to see so lovable a person

sufier ? . . . No—no more talk of marriage !

”

In a somewhat more robust mood he writes, on another

occasion :
“ What is more, my opinions are horribly and

quite impossibly audacious, I mean of an audacity

impossible for German conditions, for good, respectable

friends and neighbours. But to go on for ever playing a

part, as I have so often done, is not at all to my taste

;

after all, in one’s own home at least, one likes to be

honest. In short, if I took a ‘ life-partner,’ I should

have to jump out of my skin.

“ No, it isn’t a wife that I want, that’s certain ; what
would suit me better would be a young, jolly daughter,

who would look up to me and attend to my wants.

Best of all it would be to have my dear old Lama again.

A sister is an admirable institution for a philosopher,

espc*ci;\lly w'hen she is cheerful, plucky and affectionate

(no old kill-joy like G. Keller’s sister !)
—^but this is the

sort of truth that one only recognises when it’s too late
!”

Another vigorous letter, written in the same spirit

;

“ For me to marry now would perhaps be sheer stupidity

;

it would mean the loss of that independence which I

have fought for with my heart’s blood. Why, I should

have to become a citizen in some European community,

exercise a vote, to take account of wdfe and child, of my
wife’s family, of the place I live in, of the people I had

intercourse with ! Such a state of bondage would be

the ruin of me. Better to live poor, sickly and aloof in

some out-of-the-way corner, than to fill a pigeon-hole

in this modern world of mediocrity ! I have no lack

either of courage or of good spirits. I have preserved

both, because I have no acts of cowardice or insincere

compromise upon my conscience.”

Thus it was the consideration of his tremendous life-



316 THE LONELY NIETZSCHE

task that made him choose a solitude without wife and
child, and from this solitude grew that terrible abandon-

ment, even without friends, when it seemed that no note

of love could reach him any more, that abandonment
which caused him such indescribable suffering.



CHAPTER XXIII

THE WILL TO POWER

Hebe we may ask the question, when did the

philosopher first conceive of the 'vill to power as the

embodiment of the will to life ? Such questions are very

hard to answer, since in looking for the germ of my
brother’s main ideas we always have to go so far back.

As in the case of a strong, healthy tree, it needed many
years of growth l)efore his ideas reached their final

stature. There is only one exception—^that of the eternal

recurrence, which first flashed upon him in the summer
of 1881, and was revealed through hints bai’ely a year

later. The question as to when the idea of the will to

power first dawned upon him has already been answered

conjccturally in The Young Nietzsche. He told me himself

that it was in August, 1870, amid the hurly-burly of the

Franco-Prussian War. As ambulance worker he saw
various regiments of our wonderful German army rush

past him ; ready to face battle and death, glorious in

their pride of life, their courage for the conflict, a perfect

expression of a race that must conquer or perish. Then,

for the first time, he felt most vividly that the strongest

and highest will to life is manifested, not in the

paltry struggle for existence, but in the will to combat,

in the will to power and mastery. Many were those who
went through the same experiences, but they did not see

things with the philosopher’s eyes. When my brother

afterwards looked back at these events, how different

and many-sided that feeling of pity, so highly extolled

by Schopenhauer, must have appeared to him, in com-

parison with that marvellous glimpse of the will to life.
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to combat and to power. Here he saw a condition ot

things in which man feels his strongest impulses, his

conscience and his ideals to be identical, and he saw that

condition of things not only in those who carried out the

work, but above all in the commander himself. Now,
perhaps, for the first time the problem occurred to him,

whether the great man has a right to sacrifice lives

—

right that is conceded to leaders in war, and has been

conceded to the greatest spiritual leaders of mankind and

to all great discoverers, in order that they may be enabled

to attain their aims :

The first notes for the main idea of his chief prose work

date from the autumn of 1882 : they find their first

poetical expression in Zarathmtra

:

“ Where I found life, there did I also find a will to power

;

and even in the will of the servant did I find the will to be

master.
“ The weaker serveth the stronger through the promptings

of his will, that would fain be master over him that is yet

weaker ; that pleasure alone he would not willingly forego.

“ Even as the smaller yieldeth himself up to the greater,

that he may enjoy his power over the smallest, so doth even

the greatest yield himself up and for the sake of power stake

his life.

“For the greatest yieldeth himself op to a life of danger, to

a throwing of the dice with death.”

From this time onward, we may say, all his published

and unpublished writings of the years 1883—1888, with

the exception of Zarathustra, are portions of that great

work which a cruel fate has given us only as a collection

of fragments.

That the author wished to have ample time (he speaks

of rix and even of ten years) before, he thought of the

final execution of this gigantic task, and at first only

collected some precious material and pursued extensive

studies, is only natural. Moreover we see from the plans

of 1884 that he had not yet decided which of his main
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ideas—eternal recurrence, the trausvaluation ofall values,

the organisation of castes with the superman at the top,

or the will to power as a principle of life, growth and

struggle for mastery—would be privileged to serve as

the nucleus of this work. He seems, however, to have

recognised more cleaiiy from year to year that the

tangled skein of life might best be unravelled through

the principle of the will to power.

In 1885, after completing the fourth part of Zarathustra,

he seems from his notes to be determined on making the

will to power as a principle of life, the central point of

his philosophical masterpiece. We find the title :
“ The

Will to Power. An Interpretation of AU that Happens.”

In the winter of 1885—1886, however, he intended to

precede it by a much smaller book, for which we have a

whole series of notes. This he calls: “The Will to

Power. An Attempt at a New Interpretation of the

World.” It will readily be understood that he shrank

from the stupendous task of working out his idea to the

full, of tracing the will to power in Nature, life and

society as a will to truth, religion, art and morality.

How often he must have cried despairingly “ One solitary

explorer—and all that great virgin forest !
” Hence, in

order to make his task easier and more reviewable, he is

always trying to carve up the great work into sections.

Thus in the spring of 1886 he plans to write ten new
treatises, and perhaps to publish them as new “ Thoughts

out of Season ”
:

“ 1. The Will to Power. An Attempt at a New Interpreta-

tion of the World.
*' 2. On the History of Modern Depression.

“8. Music.
“ 4. The Artists. Mental Beservations of a Psychologist.

“ a. Experiences of One Learned in the Scriptures.

“ 6. We Godless Ones.
“ 7, Beyond Good and Evil. Prelude to a Philosophy of

the Future.
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“ 8. Thoughts aboat the Ancient Greeks.
“ 9. Got tdber,'’ Songs of Prince Free-as>a-Bird.

“ 10. Noontide and Eternity.”

In a projected preface he writes

:

“ Those four first Thoughts out of Season, to which I am now,

after ten years, appending a fifth, sixth and seventh, were

attempts to speak of my experiences and aims in such a way
as to emphasise, not my own most individual thoughts, but

the thoughts I had in common with many a child of our age.

I was endeavouring to attract to myself the type of men who
are my kindred.

“ In short I was throwing fish-hooks to catch my ‘
peers.’

I was young enough then to go fishing in this way with

impatient hopes; te-day—^a hundred years later, if I may
measure time by my own standard !—I am still not so old as

to have lost those hopes, that impatience.*

“ What I wrote then—or rather painted, somewhat hurriedly

too, and, it seems to me, in free and bold fresco style—would

be no truer to-day if, now that my hand and eye have perhaps

acquired more skill, 1 were to portray it in firmer, purer and

more delicate outlines. Each period of life understands
‘ truth ’ in its own way ; and he who comes to thode paintings

with young, impetuous senses and great expectation^,, will

find in them as much truth as he is capable of seeing."
’

This was written at a time when the manuscript of

Beyond Good and Eml (finished in April, 1886, at Nice)

had been “ tied up with a string and laid aside.” From
this period we find a whole series of notes which evidentljr

belong to two of these new Thoughts out of Season

—

“ Music ” and “ The Artists : Mental Eeservations of a

Psychologist.” On the journeys from Nice to Vcftiifee

and from Venice to Naumburg and Leipzig, mentioned

in a previous chapter, he seems to have thought serioui|y

of writing some new Thoughts out of Season. Dfiring

his stay in Leipzig, however (May—June, 1886), h»

formed the resolution of devoting the n^t few^yelxs

* The Provental origin of Jojiftd Witdam.—

,

* The original has Oeiuld (patience), which appears to be h slip for

Ungcduld (impatience).—^Tb.
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solely to Beyond Good and Evil, which was to be a pre-

paration for the great work, and to the composition and

publication of The Will to Power—a resolution which,

indeed, he failed to carry out.

While correcting the proofs of Beyond Good and EvU at

Sils-Maria he employed every leisure hour in sifting the

material for the masterpiece which he proposed to publish

in four volumes. He drew up a table of contents in 52

sections, and marked about 150 passages in his notes

with red ink numbers for the sections to which they

belonged. Moreover, he made out a comprehensive sketch

for the whole work, in an order which, with slight altera-

tions, has on the whole been preserved. The sketch runs

as follows :

“THE WILL TO POWER.

An Attempt

At the Tbansvaluation of all Values.

In Foub Books.

“ Book I. : The Danger of Dangers (a representation of

* nihilism as the inevitable outcome of the values hitherto

recognised). Enormous powers are unfettered ; but they are

contradictoi^y ; the unfettered powers destroy each other. In

democratic 'immunities, where everyone is a specialist, the

ijnestions 'whither?’ and ‘for whom?’ are not asked.

Description o| how manifold stunting of all individuals (for

' ttil'perftniniaifoe of functions) acquires a meaning.

^Boolt IL': A criticism of values (logic, etc.). Shows the

disced existing everywhere between the ideal and its

individuaf' conditiQns (e.g., sincerity among Christians, who
are contmuUlyioroed to lie).

“ Boot; }1I. : The problem of the legislator (including the

history ft eoUtode). How to chain up again the unfettered

powers, ee^aiiihey may not destroy each other ; our eyes are

opened to^e iHtl increase in power.
“ Book IV. : The hammer. What sort of men must they

be who can revenie their values ? Men who possess all the

qualities of the medem soul, but are strong enough to transmute

them in a perfecflyikpalthy fashion; their means to tiieir task.

“ Sile^Maria, summer of 1886."
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In September, 1886, he writes to me expressing com-

plete satisfaction with his state of health, and adds:
“ The next four years will be taken up with my chief

work, in four volumes. The very title is enough to

fiighten people : * The Will to Power. An Attempt at a

Transvaluation of all Values.’ For this I need everything,

health, solitude, good spirits, perhaps a wife.” To
Freiherr von Seydlitz he writes :

“ Pro^bly I shall make
a pilgrimage to Corte in Corsica (the place where Napoleon

was, not born indeed but—what })erhapB is far more
important—conceived). I also am conceiving something

;

you will guess what from the cover of my last book,

which as a matter of course T sent you.”

It would be an utter mistake to assume that in The

Will to Power Nietzsche intended to give his system. We
know how greatly he distrusted all systems, and how' he

shook his head over any philosopher who systematized

his ideas beyond hope of change. ** A systematizer,” he

exclaims, “is a philosopher who will not any longer

admit to his intellect that he is alive, that he is expand-

ing vigorously and ever throwing out his roots like a

tree ; one who simply cannot rest until he has whittled

down his intellect into a lifeless, wooden thing, a four-

square stupidity, a ‘ system.’ ” It is quite true that in

tUs great work he meant to exhibit his philosophy, his

outlook upon life ; not, however, as a dogma, but as a

preliminary ruling for future investigations.

We have seen in a previous chapter how his work

was intmupted by his retrospect of his earlier Writings

and by the new editions of those books. Yet all the

prefEU^es written in 1886 show how greatly occupied he

was with the volume, especially Book V. of The Joyful

Wisdom (‘*We Fearless Ones ”), which contaibqs some of

the material for The Will to Power, and is essentially

akin to it in conception. ^
'

In January, 1887, the prefaces and Book V. of The

Joyful Wisdom were ready for the press, so that he could
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once more turn to The Will to Power. He worked at it

eagerly for the next few months ; the terrible earthquake

in February did not interrupt his labours, although all

Nice was full of shattered nervous systems.” He
stayed at Nice until the end of April, and so little

impression did the earthquake make upon him that this

was the very first time during which he summarised the

main ideas for the book and arranged them luider the

following heads :

—

“THE WILL TO POWER.

An Attbupt at a TbansvaiiUation of all Valvbb.

Book I. •

“ European Nihilism.

Book II.

“ Criticism of the Highest Values Hitherto Recognised.

Book III.

•• The Principles for a New Code of Values.

Book IV.

“ Race and Breeding.

“ Nice, March 17th, 1887.”

From Nice my brother went at the beginning of April

to Badin, near Cannobio, and thence to Zurich, prin-

cipally for the sake of the library
; but his stay there

seems to have been less productive than he had hoped,

for the corrections of Book V. of The Joyful Wisdom and
the additions to the volume took up a great deal of his

time. From the middle of May to June 10th he was at

Chur, and seems to have done a fair amount of work
there. He had stayed at Chur not from choice, but
because he heard that it was still very wintiy in the

Engadine, and that there had been fresh falls of snow in

the pasa. On the journey firom Chur to Sils-Maria he
broke his journey at the Lenzer Heide, and there wrote
the introduction to The Will to Power. Soon afterwards,

T 2
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however, when in the Engadine, he once more laid the
work aside in order to write The Genealogy of Morals. In
the intervals of reading proofs. The Will to Power was
resumed. He realised, indeed, that he required an
enormous amount of material for this book, and that the

library which he took about with him or had deposited

at Sils-Maria was far from adequate. Accordingly, by
September, 1887, he had decided to go to Germany
instead of to Venice, though he did not at all like the

idea. He writes to Peter Gast regarding the pros and
cons of his journey (15th September) : “To tell you the

truth, I was hesitating between Venice and—Leipzig

;

the latter for purposes of research, since, as regards the

main task of my life that now lies before me 1 have still

much to learn, to enquire and to read. Yet this would

mean, not “ autumn,” but a whole winter in Germany

;

and, all things considered, reasons of health strongly

dissuade me frx>m this dangerous experiment for this

year. So it will be Venice and Nice after all ;—and
indeed, even for spiritual reasons, I need for the moment
a thorough isolation still more urgently than research

work upon a thousand and one individu^ problems.”

Hence he went to Venice after all, spending some
weeks there with Gast. So far as Gast remembers,

Nietzsche was not exceptionally busy at Venice

;

evidently he was taking a holiday for the sake of his

health. In October, however, as soon as he returned to

Nice, he began to work with might and main at the

fabric of his book. On December 20th he writes to

Gast :
“ There is something huge and portentous about

the enterprise I am now embarked upon,” and on

January 6th, “ I confess frankly that the last few months

have bMn frill of insight and inspiration ; that I once

more have the courage to perform ‘ the incredible,* and

to make the friUest possible use of that susceptijbility to

philosophical impressions, which marks me off from other

men.”
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This work, so gigantic in conception, remained a frag-

ment. It was reserved for us editors of the Nietzsche

remains, with our feeble powers and frequently imperfect

understanding, carefully to collect the precious materials

in accordance with the author’s directions, so far as any

were given. The first edition did manage to do this in

a presentable |brm, and the task was difficult, consider-

ing the author’s intention of giving the book to the

world in this fragmentary condition. If only the master’s

own hand had worked out this enormous material in all

its logical sequence—as in The Genealogy of Morals—and

had adorned it with all the splendour of his incomparable

style, what a book we should now possess ! What adds

to our regret is that we know from his private

memoranda how he meant to complete the task ;

“ As Introduction : The gloomy loneliness and barrenness of

the Campagna Romana. Patience in uncertainty.

“ My work is to contain a general verdict on our century, on

the whole modern age, on the ’ civilisation ’ we have attained.

“Each book as a conquest, a clutch— lento—with

dramatic complications up to the end, then finally the

catastrophe and sudden redemption.’’

My regret at the imperfect publication of The Will to

Poirer applied chiefly to the first editions of the year

1901. I soon recognised their scanty, superficial form,

which showed no regard for Nietzsche’s express wishes.

Since the new editions of 1906 and 1911-12 have made
such an excellent impression, and have contributed so

signally to the intelligent study of Nietzsche, I have

come to feel less concern about the matter. A private

note from the pen of Dr. Bichard Oehler is particularly

consoling :

—

“There is perhaps no reason to deplore the fact that

Nietzsche’s philosophical masterpiece. The WiU to Power, a
Transtialuation of all Valuee, was not completed by the author.

It is true that in this work, as in his others, Nietzsche would

have warmed the cold substance of ideas with the glow of his



326 THE LONELY NIETZSCHE

personal feeling, and have clothed the sober scientific discus-

sions in an attractive, resplendent dress. The book, in its

imperfect form, is certainly devoid of these qualities. Yet on
the other hand, his ideas are thus preserved to ns in their

immediate, original shape ; we can see all the different points

of view, all the varying modes of expression, as they occurred

to the author while he was thinking out his problems. We
therefore possess much that Nietzsche would unquestionably

have deleted in preparing the book for press. It would not be

extravagant to maintain that we would rather renounce the

enjoyment of his final artistic touches than the advantage of

absorbing his ideas as they issued from his brain.”

Among the stumbling-blocks in the first edition of

The Will to Power may perhaps reckon the erroneous

construction put upon certain terms. I venture there-

fore to give some explanation of the words that were

particularly misunderstood, such as “ nihilism,” “ im-

moralism,” “ unmorality ” (“ nihilistic,” “ unmoral ”).

“ Nihilism ” and “ nihilistic ” have nothing to do with a

political party: the terms refer to the attitude which

reftises to recognise any value or meaning in life, or any

ideals. Nor have the words “ immoralism,” “ unmorality,”

“non-moral” the remotest connection with sexual ex-

cesses and aberrations—a meaning assigned to these

terms by coarse, vulgar and stupid people, because in

ordinary parlance they are generally applied to such

matters. By “ morality ’’ my brother understood “ a

system of values which concerns itself with the con-

ditions of human life.” With the words “ immorality ”

and “ unmorality ” he attacks our present code of values,

which cannot be justified on physiological or biological

grounds, and therefore rob life of all meaning. It would

perhaps have been better if he had coined and used the

words “ amoral ” and “ amorality,” which would certainly

have prevented a good deal of misconception. I should

like, by the way, to emphasise the fact that
^
only a

philosopher of such eminence as Nietzsche may allow

himself to criticise our present moral values—a philo-
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Bopher who throughout his life showed so clearly that he

not only acted upon these values in unswerving fashion,

but was in realityabove them, and accordinglycould set the

goal higher and make yet sterner demands upon himself.

Such goals and problems are only for the few : at any

rate, as he says, they need clean hands, not muck-

raking fingers.”

Above all, must lay stress on the fact that his

philosophy is based upon caste-organisation, not upon an

individualistic morality :
” the spirit of the herd must

prevail among the herd—but not seek to extend its sway

beyond the herd.” He says, however, not only that we
ought to be deeply thankful for all that morality has

done for thousauds of years, but that we should pay an

unqualified homage to the morality hitherto prevalent.

Whoever seeks to raise himself above that morality

must bear the terrible responsibility for his action, and

only by extraordinary achievements can he justify his

position.

Peter Gast writes

:

“ Nietzsche’s doctrines apply only to exceptional men—and
to the forbears of future exceptional men. With the mass of

humanity he has nothing to do : a thousand ‘ thinkers ’ have
worked about enough for the mass of humanity, while hardly

anyone has worked for the rare types. To be sure, by means
of such exceptional men, Nietzsche’s spirit will penetrate to

the masses and some day purge our civilisation of all its

pampering, degrading, vicious elements. Nietzsche is a moral

force of the first order—more moral than anything that calls

itself ‘ moral ’ to-day !

”

The words ” herd,” ” herd-animal,” and “ herd-

morality ” may perhaps also have given umbrage.

Nietzsche himself found occasion to apologise for them

:

“ I have made a discovery, but it is not an edifying one

;

it runs counter to our pride. However much we free

spirit8*(for we are here talking ‘ between ourselves ’) may
regard ourselves as free, even in us there is a sentiment
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that is always wounded when anyone classes man among
the animals. Hence it is almost an offence, requiring an

apology, that with reference to humanity I should con-

tinually have to speak of ‘ herd ’ and ‘ herd-animal.
’ ”

To he sure, he does not consider it necessary to explain

why he has chosen these terms and used them so often.

I thiidc this is only because he himself ^in spite of his

playful assertion to the contrary) took no offence at them

;

for we were brought up in a religious circle, and used the

word “ herd ” * and “ shepherd ” without any disparaging

connotation.

Other words to which he gave quite a new meaning

are frequently misunderstood, e.g., “ wickedness ” and

“evil.” Both wonls ordinarily convey the idea of

“ malicious ” and “ bad,” wherejis he understands by

them something hard, stern, but also proud—in any

case, a lofty sentiment. He writes accordingly to

Brandes :
“ There are many words that I have flavoured

with a new’ salt, so that they don’t taste the same to me
as they do to my readers.”

The process of thought in The Will to Power is admir-

ably summarised in a private note by Dr. Richard

Oehler

:

“ Nietzsche’s work of transvalnation is a magnificent fore-

cast of the farther development of human civilisation. The
future is always the great object of his thought, but it is not

merely the future of an individual nation, a definite human
type, a class, a particular branch of civilisation, and so forth,

but the future of civilisation for humanity as a whole ; that is

to say, the vision, some day to be realised, of the social,

scientific and religious shaping of life. ' What is to come,’ ‘ a

prophecy,’ and similar expressions are of frequent occurrence

in the rough drafts for this book. ‘ But we can’t know any-

thing about the future,' says the Philistine. ' Are these not

mere useless chimeras?' By no means! Nietzsche's vision

of the future is very far from being on arbitrary Utopia. From

1 ibe OermaiiB use the same word (ffemie) for “herd" end "flotA."—^la.
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the realities of the past and present he deduces, with tiie

unerring aim of a farseeing genius, the consequences that must
inevitably follow in the natural course of cultural development.

Nor does he merely see visions of the future ; he consciously

moulds its form. Nietzsche impresses his will upon the future.

He is a creator of values. A profound knowledge of the values

recognised up to the present leads him to the criticism of

those values
;
pe sees the elements in them that are evft, fatal,

obstructive and inimical to life. Starting from this point, he

formulates his demands and undertakes the mighty task of

transvaluation. His marvellous instinct for the requirements

of a healthy, natural life gives him the clue to the values that

are to prevail in place of those that have hitherto been

dominant. It is his aim to redeem the world from ‘the

denaturalisation of morality,* and ‘ t(k restore Nature in the

moral sphere.’ Yet he does not blindly assail any chance

ideal, but starts from the certain facts of life. Accordingly

Nietzsche’s work of transvaluation deals not only with that

which may some day happen, but with that which must come
and shall happen.

“ In accordance with the plan which appears to be the one

most favoured by the author, Nietzsche intended, in the first

book of The Will to Power, to describe the rise of European
nihilism during the next few centuries. He is capable of doing

this, because he has lived through this nihilism in himself,

lived it to the end, he has it ‘ behind him, under him, outside

him.’ Nihilism is the inevitable outcome of the values of

existence as hitherto interpreted. Its period of predominance

must come, ‘because the very values that have hitherto

prevailed lead to this ultimate result ; nihilism is the logical

consequence of our great values and ideals.’ This great move-
ment of the future is sketched out for us in its causes, in the

symptoms that pave the way for it, in its premonitory signs,

in the phenomena that mark its course. The second book,

then, in a ‘ criticism of the highest values hitherto recognised,’

gives detailed reasons why nihilism is bound to come. The
inconsistency of our present valuations must soon lead to their

destruction from within. ‘Our whole European civilisation

has for a long time been in an agony of tension, which
increases from decade to decade, and seems to be heading

straight for disaster.’ ‘ This future is already speaking through

a hundred signs, this destiny is announcing itself everywhere

;
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all ears are already pricked ap for this music of the future.’

Yet nihilism cannot last for ever; some time or other a

connter>movement most set in. 'Eventually vre shall have

need of new values.’ Hence the negative side of Nietzsche’s

work is only a preparation for its positive achievement. After

demolition comes construction. This construction is provided

by the third book, with ‘ the principles for a new code of values.’

Nihilism is only a ‘ transition state,’ and in itself contains the

germs for a new, more vigorous life. ' There is something of

decay in all that marks the modem man ; but side by side with

the disease we can see signs of strength and power of soul as

yet untried.’ In the positive part of his work, Nietzsche gives

us a tremendous conception of the power residing in this soul

of the future. He has discovered the formula of unity that

can supply us with ajiame for the counter-movement which is

to redeem the world from nihilism : to wit, ‘ the will to power.’

This is the basis for the new code of values. Its force and

significance in society and in the individual, in science and in

art, are carefully investigated. It is the firm rock in the stream

of being, and by its means the men of the future will raise

themselves up from decay and dissolution and attain a sure

strength and joy in winning the goal. The will to power is

the kernel of the transvaluation of all values.

“ Finally the fourth book, entitled ‘Bace and Breeding,’

aims at showing how, as a consequence of the new values, a

new human type will arise, a nobler tyi)e than has appeared or

could appear up to the present. There is no doubt that in the

chapters ‘ Dionysos ’ and ' Eternal Becurrence,' which as they

stand are the most fragmentary of all, this prophetic vision of

the noblest man, this challenge to the future would have found

its most perfect expression, alike in splendour of style and in

richness of thought.”

Unfortunately, the material for this last section is far

more scanty than for the othera. There is a Nietzsche

manuscript which, apparently through Overbeck’s care-

lessness, went a.stray after my brother’s mental disease

overtook him at Turin, and fell into strange hands.

This manuscript emerges from time to time and then

shyly hides itself again; for instance, in 1894 'it was

offered to Frau Ida Dehmel for ^250. If my efforts to
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obtain it should meet with success, we might possibly

have the rare good fortune of being able to fill in the

lamentable gaps in Book IV. of TJie Will to Power.

By February, 1888, the first draft of his philosophical

masterpiece was finished. His feeling at having com-

pleted the task must have been one of supreme exalta-

tion and triumph beyond compare, but at the same time

he must have felt an inexpressible longing for those

nobler men to whom this work was to be consecrated.

He had been looking for them since Zarathustra. “ If

now, after a long, voluntary isolation I again turn to

men, and cry ‘ Where are ye, my friends ? ’ it is done for

the sake of great things. I wish to create a new caste :

a league of noble men, to which those whose minds and

consciences are oppressed can go for counsel ; of men
who, like myself, are not only able to live outside the

ordinary political and religious creeds, but have got

beyond moralit}'.”

We may now ask, what were to be the views of these

nobler men, or to what views were they to be guided 1

My opinion is that the author of The Will to Power

assigned to them a train of thought something like the

following : For thousands of years exceptional men have

endeavoured to make the world about us explicable to

themselves. They have been the creators of all that lies

about us, and also of all that lives in us. Even the

greatest, however, have not ventured as yet to claim for

themselves that it w’as their will to power which had

made it possible to visualise and explain the world.

Their greatest modesty lay in this : they never dared to

admit that they actively shaped their destiny, but

regarded themselves as its passive instruments, 'lliat is

why the Greeks, those yea-sayers to life, created a

divine world peopled with figures of the highest strength

and beauty, to which they not only ascribed their loftiest

moments of inspiration, but also assigned the burden of

all that was terrible and inexplicable in their existence.
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That is why the Christians, those deniers of life, created

a world beyond, where their ideals, impossible for this

world, should find fulfilment and reward. Now man has

constantly been endeavouring more and more to subju-

gate the universe and all its material forces. The more

he has tried to explain this world and press its energies

into his service, the more fully has he realised—through

these very scientific methods—^that it ''has lieen the

leading spiiits of humanity who have always been

creating the world afresh for man, by constantly endow-

ing it with a new meaning. All that our ancestors

created, however, stood in a definite relation to what

they regarded as true, that is to say, what had to be

true for their conditions of life. The question now arises,

do our pre.sent views still correspond to our conditions

of life, to the upward progress of humanity ? However
grateful we may l3e for all that religion, morality and

philosophy have done for us up to the present, we cannot

help feeling that we now require new values, suitable to

our knowledge and to our conditions of life. The values

hitherto recognised have been useful indeed for the weak

and the abject, but injurious for the prominent individuals,

weakening their 8elf-as.surance and consciousness of

strength, crippling and repressing them through the

ideals of mediocrity which at present reign unchallenged.

That which may be a blessing for the mediocre, is often

a poison for the great—and vice versa

!

Such were perhaps the ideas that Nietzsche wished to

implant in those nobler men to whom he addressed

himself. To them he wished to turn, and exclaim :

“ On, on, ye nobler men, fashion for yourselves new paths

and new values which are fitted only for the noblest and

strongest, and which do not belittle this world with all its

difScultieB, but make it appear the best and most desirable of

worlds. Your ancestors built the world according to their

ideas, and, as their minds were in many ways still narrow,

raised and created a world beyond. Now shall yon noblest
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men make of this our earth a glorified, heroic world, fall of

battles and victories in the whole intellectaal and physical

domain. And of yonrselves you must make the best that in

your power lies, you must raise yourselves to be a higher

type of man, one that makes faith in humanity once more

possible !

”

[For this the desire that my brother cherished all

his life, and to this end all his plans and projects were

directed : that the perfect man, the man who justified

life, the superman should be granted us as the acme of a

nobler, stronger type.]

“Wliat an endless amount of distress, privation, bad

weather, sickness, depression, isolation we have to endure

!

Yet after all, we manage to put up with all this, bom as we
are to a subterranean, straggling existence ; every now and

then we emerge into the light, we live once more through

our golden hour of victory, and we stand there, as we were

bom, unbreakable, strung up and ready to aim at new and

yet more difficult, more distant targets, like a bow-string,

ever tightened by necessity.—But if there are any heavenly

beings beyond good and evil, who grant us favours—may they

grant me from time to time but a glimpse of something

perfect, rounded off, happy, powerful, triumphant, something

that can still inspire dread ! A glimpse of a man who justifies

our species, of a happy being who completes and redeems

humanity, so that we can preserve our faith in mankind !

”

Yet even for us average folk a new world of happiness

is opened up, even our eyes shall see the man who justi-

fies life. We must, however, have confidence in ourselves,

we shall test ourselves to see how we may achieve our

best, how we may give our life as much value as possible.

We shall lay aside our “ petty vanity ” and realise that

we do not achieve works of the highest perfection, and

cannot become leaders and discoverers ; we shall be glad

that we may perhaps be allowed to submerge ourselves

in a great type. ” It will be our pride once more to serve

the noblest men, to be the disciples and instruments

:
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belonging either to a powerful, well-ordered institution

(such as the German corps of officers or civil service

—

Nietzsche often pointed to both as a source of pardonable

pride) ; or to that band of scholars, physicians and
teachers of the Old and New World, who also possess

the instincts of our excellent army, and of whom my
brother says “ that they can command and likewise, in a
proud manner, obey ; that they stand in the rank and
file, but are capable at any time of acting as leaders

;

that they prefer danger to comfort ; that they do not

weigh, in huckster fashion, what they may do and what
they may not ; that they are more hostile to mean, sly,

parasitical qualities than to evil qualities.”

The other day I read a bitter jeremiad :
“ The idea of

power has everywhere fallen into discredit. Men shrink

from confessing that they want to rule over women ; and
if ever there was a natural right, this is one. Parents

whiningly declare themselves ready to enter into the

domain of their children ; in definance of their duty,

they acquiesce in a loss of authority, in order to preserve

the love (they mean, the unrestrained liveliness) of the

youngsters. The rulers have lost all backbone, and give

up the idea of ruling ; the possessing classes let them-
selves be bled. All this happens, not from any conviction

that things must be allowed to slide, nor from a belief

in the approach of a golden age, but because everyone

wants to pass for ‘ modern,’ no one wishes to be treated

as a * barbarian.’ ” It looks as if my brother’s fervent

advocacy of the will to power as a law of nature had
come in the nick of time.



CHAPTER XXIV

THE CASE OF WAGXER^NIETZSCHB CONTRA WAQNER

My brother began the year 1888, the last of his literary

career, with his working powers unimpaired. He was
actively engaged upon his first great redaction of The
Will to Power

j

and he gazed forth at the future as at a
broad, sunlit expanse of sea. To Deussen he writes

:

“ Now there is only one thing that®I want for years to

come: quiet, oblivion, and a kindly sun and autumn
to ripen what has to be ripened, finally to sanction and
justify my whole being (a somewhat problematical being,

for divers reasons !).”

As soon as this redaction was finished, however, and
he returned from creative ecstasy to sober, workaday
reality, he saw with deep regret that the very persons to

whom his teachings and ideas were addressed still failed

to appear. From the silence of his old friends he inferred

that there was no one who understood him either in

Germany or in Switzerland. He showed sign of

how their indifference pained him, but in Ecce Homo,
after complaining most bitterly of the Germans’ want of

tact and delicacy, he writes

:

“It is my nature to be gentle and benevolent towards

everyone—I have a right to make no distinctions : but this

does not prevent me from having my eyes open. 1 except no
one, not even my friends—^I hope this is not a mark of

inhumanity towards them ! There are five or six things

which I have always made a point of honour.—For all that, it

is a fact that every letter I have received for years past has
seemeil to me a piece of cynicism. In their benevolence

towards me there lies more cynicism than in any hatred. . . .

I will tell any one of my friends to his face that he has never
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thought it worth while to stvdy any of my hooka ; I can guess,

from a hundred and one little signs, that they have not even
an elementary acquaintance with the subject-matter of those

books. As for my Zarathustra^ who among my friends sees

anything more in it than an unpardonable (but, fortunately,

quite ineffectual) arrogance? ’*

After the appearance of The Genealogy of Morals, which,

like his other books, had met with nothing but indilier-

ence or misunderstanding, he had already written ihe a

letter severely denouncing his friends, a letter which, as

I told him in my answer, made me feel very sad. But
in Paraguay it was always nearly three months befoi-e

one could get a r^ly to any letter one had sent to

Germany. In March, 1888, he wrote to me explaining

why his denunciations of his friends had been so severe.

This explanatory letter, however, pained me even more
than the first ; even to-day I cannot read it without
tears.

** This time I must write my poor Lama a really nice, kind

letter, after having shocked her so last time, or rather the

time before last. I must admit, though, that things are going

very badly with me this year, and if you were close at hand
^

you would make allowance for the cry of agony in my last

letter. At times I have no control over myself whatever ; 1

am almost a prey to the most gloomy resolutions. Am I

growing bilious, by any chance? Year in, year out I have
had to swallow so many unpleasant things, and when I look

back, I try in vain to find so much as one pleasant experience.

All this has resulted in a sensitiveness that is pitiful and
altogether ridiculous ; so that everything that reaches me from
outside makes me ill, and the tiniest molehill becomes a

mountain. Day and night I feel an unbearable sense of strain,

caused by the task that lies before me and the highly

unfavourable conditions under which I have to carry out that

task ; that is where the shoe pinches, at any rate. The
feeling of being alone, the lack of love, the universal in-

gratitude and even insolence to which 1 have to submit. • . •

But I don’t want to go on further in this tone. On the credit

side of the account yon must set ihia : that your brother is a
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plackj brute, that he has managed ^to do some astonishing

things even in the past year. But why must every one of my
exploits lead ultimately to a defeat? Why do I get no
encouragement, no sign of interest or heartfelt reverence ?

Thanks to an exceptionally fine winter and to good food

and plenty of walking exercise, my health has kept fairly

good. There’s nothing ill about me except my soul. Nor
» will I deny thq^t the winter has been rich, too, in intellectual

profit for my main task ; so you see that my intellect is not
unsound, nothing is unsound, nothing but my soul.”

Fortunately, April brought him a surprise which cured

him of his depression. In the winter of 1887-88 he had
found reason to know that he was not entirely forgotten

in Europe
; he began to have closer relations with Georg

Brandes, from which he derived much satisfaction. He
had already heard that this gifted writer was interested

in his books ;
a Viennese acquaintance told him of this

in the summer of 1887, mentioning expressly how angry
Brandes was to see that Nietzsche’s friends and country-

men maintained such a total silence about his writings.

My brnther hereupon sent him copies of Beyond Good and

Evil and The Genealogy of Morals^ and Brandes thanked
him by letter in charming fashion. In the spring of
1888, at the very time when my brother in despair had
resigned himself to continuing his work without arousing

any further interest among his contemporaries, Brandes
delighted him still more by the news that he was
delivering lectures on Nietzsche at the University of

Copenhagen. My brother was astonished beyond words,

and wrote in a happy strain to Brandes :
“ My dear sir,

this is indeed a surprise !—How did you find the courage

to speak in public about so obscure a person as myself ?

.... So you imagine that I am known in the dear
Fatherland ? They treat me there as an eccentric and
absurd jphenomenon, as one whom there is no need to

take seriously. . . .” Later on he writes :
” During

these weeks in Turin, where I am staying on till the

L.N. z
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5th of June, I have, felt better than for many years,

above all more philosophical. Nearly every day I have

had enough energy for one or two hours to be able to

take a complete view of my philosophy from top to

bottom ; the vast multitude of problems lay before me as

if in relief, and all clear in outline. This needs a maximum
of strength for which I had scarcely dare^ to hope. All

through there run connecting links, for years I have

been on the right track, one builds one’s philosophy like

a beaver, one is inevitable and doesn’t know it ; but one

must see the whole, as I have just seen it, in order to

realise this. I feel so greatly relieved and strengthened,

in such good spirit^—I attach a little tail of farce to the

most solemn things. What is the reason for all this ?

Isn’t it the good north winds that I have to thank, the

north winds that don’t always come from the Alps

—

sometimes they come from Copenhagen !
” To our

mother he also writes in a cheerful stmin, saying that he

has ordered a smart suit of clothes :
“ I have decided to

be a little more particular about my appearance ; I have

been too negligent of late. This seems tome symptomatic

of a certain improvement in my health. So long as one

is a wreck, one doesn’t care how one looks.” Such was

the effect of hearing that an admirable scholar had

decided to lecture about him—while the German univer-

sities, indeed, maintained their contemptuous silence!

In Ecee Homo he writes sadly :
“ Ten years—and no one

in Germany has considered it a conscientious duty to

defend my name against the absurd silence under which

it has lain buried : it was a foreigner, a Bane, who first

had the fine, instinct and courage to speak of me, who
vented his indignation upon my so-called friends. . . .

In what German university to-day would lectures on

my philosophy be possible, such lectures as Br. Georg

Brandes—^thus once more proving himself an ^eminent

psychologist—delivered last spring at Copenhagen ?
”

I cannot sufiiciently express my gratitude to Georg
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Braudes for his dedsion to deliver these lectures. The

following notice, which appeared in various foreign

journals, did not appear in the German newspapers,

although my brother had sent his publisher a translation

of the French paragraph ;

“ All who are interested in Fi'iedrich Nietzsche’s philosophy

wUl be glad to hear that last winter Dr. Georg Brandes, the

eminent Danish critic, devoted to this philosophy a long

'series of lectures at Copenhagen University. The lecturer,

who showed, not for the first time, his skill in expounding

difficult ideas, imparted to an audience of more than 300 a

lively interest in the bold and original views of the German
philosopher : so that the lectures resulted in a brilliant

ovation for the lecturer and for his ipbject.”

My brother sta3’’ed at Turin for the first time in this

spring of 1888. He had originally intended to remain

there only for a short period, but the climate and the

city itself made such a favourable impression on him that

he prolonged his stay. It was, however, the good news
from Copenhagen that raised his spirits more than any-

thing else. He writes to our mother about Turin :

" At last you too are to have a letter from me again. I am
sitting in Turin, up to my eyes in work. That, as yon will

find, is a good sign ; for up to now, in all the places where I

spent the spring, work was out of the question. The spirit

was unwilling, the flesh was weak ; and my digestion was in a

bad way. Herr the air is splendid, drier than I have found

in any other city. It’s very exhilarating, and gives one a

tremendous appetite ; there have been days when I thought

I was in the Engadine. It’s all because the high mountains

are so near ; on three sides of Turin you can see the snow-

capped Alps. They’re a fairly long way off of course, but

still even from the middle of the city yon get a view of the

world of mighty peaks ; it looks as if the streets ended there.

Turin is a handsome and important city, full of fine squares

and palaces. The population is 270,000. Many princes have
their seats here, and it’s the headquarters of the general staff,

and so a very military place. Then there’s a university, and
twdve theatres, some of them excellent. The bookshops have

z2
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a good selection of books in three languages (Italian, French
and German).

“ This is really the only town that I care to live in. Its

chief pride are its splendid, spacious porticos and colonnades,

more magnificent than anything of the kind in all the rest of

Europe, and moreover stretching for a long distance through

the city, with a total length of 10,860 yards (that means two

good hours’ walk). The colonnades shelter you against all

weathers : and so clean and beautiful are the marble and other

stones, that you think you are in a drawing-room."
'

At first, as he writes to Brandes, he had applied

himself with gleeful energy to The Will to Power, and he

seems to have had ideas of rc-arranging the whole

material—^the best possible proof of his active mood.

During this work, however, a subject arose which, he felt,

called for special treatment. While he was examining

the modem age, the problem of Richard Wagner forced

itself pre-eminently upon his notice. He had at first

intended to deal exhaustively with this problem in the

first book of The Will to Power. It seems that various

reasons led him to discuss the matter in a separate

treatise. Two years earlier he had had thoughts of

writing a fresh essay on Wagner in some new Thoughts

out of Season, in the one entitled “ Music ” or in “ The
Artists : Mental Reservations of a Philosopher.” He
had already seen clearly, from all .sorts of experiences,

that it was almost his duty to express himself once

more on this subject and to show exactly where he

stood. On all sides there had been fatal misconcep-

tions, since the tmtutored younger generation thought

it feasible to reconcile Wagner as "thinker” with

Nietzsche as philosopher. Nietzsche was fully aware

that he himself was chiefly responsible for this mistake

;

hence he writes :
" The misunderstanding about Richard

Wagner has by now reached enormous proportions in

Oermany ; and since I have had a share in increasing it,

1 am anxious to pay my debt and do what I can to
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remove the errors.” It is imp<2ssible for the present

generation to realise how little of importance had been

said about Bichard Wagner before 1872
,
when my

brother came forward to champion his cause. Outside

the circle of the initiated, no one thought of seeing any-

thing in Wagner but a revolutionary in the realm of

operatic musjc. It was my brother’s merit or fault, call

it what you will, that Wagner became connected with

the idea of a new and loftier German culture and with

the Greek spirit. Accordingly, the author of The Birth

of Tragedy and of the essay “ Bichard Wagner at

Bayreuth ” in Thoughts out of Season knew only too well

that he was largely to blame for the bewilderingly

high esteem in which Wagner was held. From year

to year, however, he saw more clearly that he had

set up a delusive idol for the Germans, especially for

young Germany
;
and that their adoration of that idol

only served to enhance the Geiman defects—obscurity,

turgidity and heaviness—and even tricked them out

in the semblance of virtues. Not that my brother

sought to abolish Wagner-worship as a stage in the

mental development of our modern German youth ;

on the contrary, he regarded it as an indispensable

factor in that development. Thus he writes to Heinrich

von Stein :
“ I have lieen told that you, perhaps more

than anyone else, are devoted heart and .soul to

Schopenhauer and Wagner. This devotion is a priceless

treasure, provided it comes and goes at the proper time.”

From numerous symptoms, however, my brother recog-

nised that the Wagner cult had lasted long enough, and

that its influence was no longer beneficial. It would

be a good thing, he thought, if the German could now
awake from his sombre dream of passion, which during

the period of flat, dreary materialism had no doubt

taug|}t him much that was deep and serious, and could

open his heart and mind for new ideals, for all that my
brother so sadly missed in Wagner : the gaya scienza,
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the light tread, wit, fire, grace, the higher logic, the

dancing of the stars, exultant spirituality, the tremulous

light of the South, the smooth sea, perfect symmetry.”

He wished to see the German youth, not as a heavy,

gloomy, life-denying dreamer, but joyous, saying “ yea ”

to life, anticipating from life a thousand delightful

possibilities, in order to find scope for his powerful will.

But, alas ! who listened to his voice at a time wh^n
“ denial of life ” and decadence ran riot ? He grew
impatient, finding no one who had the desire or the

capacity to grasp the problems of ascending or declining

life ; he saw with hon-or how it was just the decsident

ideals that were fostured by the Wagnerian art, and
how this very fact caused that art to gain more and
more gi’ound. What pained him more than anything,

however, w.as the discovery that music was losing its

power of brightening the world and was becoming more
and more “ gloomy and pessimistic.”

In 1886 he had laid aside his notes on Wagner,

because he had clearly foreseen that a special treatise on

the Wagner problem, detached from the general body of

his philosophy, might give fresh occasion for manifold

errors. Now, however, he was constantly receiving

from Bayreuth circles reports W'hich caused him veritable

alarm. These Bayreuth people were making Wagner
into an alisurd, inflated figure, a figure utterly at variance

with reality. It was, in fact, the Wagnerites, and not

their hero himself, who opened so wide a gulf between

Wagner and Nietzsche. Thus Nietzsche writes: “No
one has loved and honoured Richard Wagner as much
as I ;

and if he had not finally had the bad taste—or

was it an unhappy necessity ?
—

^to make conunon cause

with a type of * intellect ’ impossible for me, with his

hangers-on, the Wagnerites, I should have had no

reason for bidding him farewell during his lifetime ; for

he was the boldest, profoundest, and least understood

among all the problematic spirits of our age. In fact.
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my friendship with him has done more to advance my
knowledge than any other friendiShip ; but it must be

remembered that his cause and my cause were not to be

confounded, and that it needed a good deal of self-

conquest before 1 learnt to make the proper distinction

between ‘ his ’ and ‘ mine.’
”

The strange metamorphosis of the Bayreuth Master

vexed not onl^ my brother, but others who had really

kndwn Kichard Wagner. In the early spring of 1888 a

message from Hans von Billow was delivered to my
brother. The message contained a severe criticism of

the Bayreuth circle, and ended with the challenge

:

“ Friedrich Nietzsche really ought to write an explana-

tion of his departure from Bayreuth ; I am sure that we
should learn a good deal from such an explanation. I

myself intend to deal with a kindred theme.”

Whether this message, which according to Nietzsche’s

notes he received twice, gave the impetus to The Case

of Wagticr can no longer be established. Probably his

occupation with the problem of the modem age, as a

chapter in The IVUl to Vower, had shown him clearly

that the world had entirely failed to grasp one of his

chief doctrines—the contrast between ascending life, as

manifested in the master-morality and in Classical art,

and declining life, as manifested in the slave-morality

and in Bomantic art. Above all we recognised that the *

modern man comprises wdthin himself both these

opposite codes of values, and that one of the most

striking instances of this modern spirit, with all its

contradictious and its pernicious influences, was Bichard

Wagner himself. On examining the matter he evidently

saw that a discussion of this instance would take up too

much space in The Will to Power, and accordingly he

once more delved into his notes and wrote the short

treatise entitled The Case of Wagner.

Inconceivable as it may appear to those who are not

under the influence of my brother’s psychology, the fact
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remains that, in spite of his caustic interpretations and

repeated outbursts df scorn and indignation, he was

always strongly inclined to revert to his youthful

worship of Wagner. The very bitterness of his language

testifies how high he placed Wagner, what hopes he

entertained, and what a sad disappointment it had been

to see this man, the bravest of the brave, fail to reach

his goal, bow'ing the knee to success and feebly swimming
with the current, instead of giving that current a new
direction. Peter Cast writes : “All the hopes that

Nietzsche had connected with Wagner’s name in The

Birth of Tragedy and the fonrth of the Thoughts out of

Season were dashed to the ground by Parsifal. The

atheist Wagner, who had once in bold mood written

Art and Revolution and Art and Climate, had been con-

verted into a whining Ghri.stian bigot, brusquely

dismissed even by his master, Schopenhauer.” Those

who understand my brother can even see clearly how
greatly he still admire<l Wagner (objectively to some

extent, from the standpoint of a psychologist) as the

most brilliant and impressive example of the modern

soul, with its eyes squinting in two opjxtsite directions,

and of the needs w’hich that soul desires to satisfy.

1 have often been told that my brother, in spite of his

youth, exercised great influence on Wagner, and could

* have exercised an even greater influence. This is

evident, they say, in the third act of Siegfried, which

rises so far above the other first two acts. Wagner
himself assured me repeatedly that his association with

my brother had inspired him to compose this music
;
and

my brother writes to Peter Gost on the point (April 27th,

1888) :
“ Finally came the death of Wagner. How that

tore open the old wounds ! It has been the most trying

ordeal of my life, so far as justice towards humanity is

concerned—all this intercourse and breaking-off with

Wagner; yet I had ultimately reached that state of
‘ indolence ’ of which you speak in your letter. What
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can be sadder than indolence, when I think of the days

when the last part of Siegfried was being composed!
We loved each other then, and had the highest hopes of

each other—it was indeed a genuine love, without any
reservations.” In 1886 he writes :

“ The Birth of Tragedy

perhaps struck the most joyous note in Wagner’s life

;

he was in raptures. There are some very fine things in

the Gotterdarnmerung, things that he perhaps owes to this

condition of unexpected joy and supreme hopefulness.”

It was only in the Tribschen period that any influence

on Wagner was possible. My brother writes in 1880,

with a mournful recollection of Tribschen : “I loved the

man, when he was living upon an island and excluding

the world, though without any hatred : that is how I

understood his attitude ! How fai‘ he is from me now
that he is swimming with the current of national

cupidity and national rancour, and is trying to satisfy

the craving which these nations, bemused with politics

and the greed of gold, feel for religion ! I used to think

that he had nothing to do with the modems—what a
fool 1 was !

” Look back upon his former views, he
writes in Nietzsche contra Wagner

:

“ It will perhaps be remembered, at any rate by my friends,

that when I first approached this modem world I made
mistakes about it and overrated it—at all events, I was full of

hope. The philosophical pessimism of the nineteenth century
as expressed in the writings of Hume, Kant and Hegel,
appeared to me (perhaps from some personal experience or
other) to embody a loftier power of thought, a triumphant
fulness of life. I regarded the sense of tragedy as the highest
luxury of our culture, as its most precious, most aristocratic,

most dangerous form of extravagance, but for all that, in view
of the enormous wealth of that culture, as a permissible
luxury. In the same way, I interpreted Wagner’s music as
the expression of a Dionysian strength of soul ; in that music,
I thought I heard an earthquake letting loose a primsval life*

force that had been dammed up for ages, little caring whether
our so-called * culture ’ of to-day were overwhelmed by the
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flood. The world cai^ see to-day how mistaken I was, and it

can see also that the qualities I ascribed to Wagner and

Schopenhauer were really—^my own. . .
.**

In a later note he says, morosely

:

“Music—for Heaven’s sake, let us regard music as a

recreation and nothing else ! On no accoujit must we treat

.

music as, through contemptuous misuse, it has come to be

treated to-day—as a stimulant, as one more whip-lash for

exhausted nerves, as a mere Wagnerism !—Nothing is more
unhealthy {erede experto!) than the Wagnerian abuse of

music; of all forms of idealistic clap-trap it is the worst.

There are few things that make me more angry with myself

than the thought that in my youth, against all my instincts, 1

came under the spell of Wagner. Wagner and youth— -that is

nothing more nor less than poison and youth. ... It is

only six years since I have once more come to know what
music means, thanks to a careful recollection of an instinct

that I had almost forgotten, thanks above all to the priceless

good fortune of finding a kinsman in instinct, my friend Peter

Gast, the only musician of our day who still knows what

music means !—^What do I tcant from music? That it should

be gay and profound, like an October afternoon. Mild, kindly

—not heated. . . . That it should bask in the sun, that every-

thing about it should be sweet, strange, subtle and spiritual.

That its feet should trip in wayward fashion. Every attempt

I have made in these six years to ' feel at home ’ with Wagner
has failed. After every first act I felt bored to death, and

left the theatre. With what poverty, thrift and cleverness

this genius is endowed by Nature ! How patiently one has

to wait before he gets a new idea !

”

In 1888, when enthusiasm for Wagner iiad begun to

reach the man in the street, such a verdict already ran

counter to public opinion. But after all, whenever my
brother expressed his views upon Wagner, he managed
to arouse opposition. In 1872 it cost him his classical

career at the university, of which brilliant thiiigs had

been prophesied on all sides ; he lost his reputation as

a conscientious imiversity teacher. Accordingly he writes
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regarding The Case of Warner to Mal\sida von Meysenbug,
in a letter which was never despatched : I know quite

well how gravely I am compromising myself again;

but that’s only a reason why I should go ahead. In the

days when one compromised oneself by speaking in

favour of Wagner, I did not flinch from the task

—

perhaps you don^t know what Wagnerism cost me ?
”

It is quite certain that no one has ever given more
thought to the Wagner problem than my brother did

—

he was led into this wrong path by his great friendship

for Wagner. A time will come when the world will no

longer realise that to some extent he measured all

artistic questions of the day by this •standard ; and will

be unable to understand how a Nietzsche, who opened

up problems of eternity which a thousand years can

hardly suiHce to solve, could have spent so much time

and thought on this one problem. The taste in any given

form of music changes very quickly, except in the case of

sacred music, which is bound up with religious cults.

The things that endure and have value for the longest

space on this changeful earth are philosophies and reli-

gious and all that is connected wnth them. Wagner, who
with eager effort grasped at the laurel-wreath of ever-

lasting fame, knew this perfectly well. It is possible

that some such thought was at the back of his mind

when he endeavoured to found a new religion. With
Parsifal, a new Christianity was to blossom at Bayreuth,

and its sacred music for all eternity was to be the music

of Parsifal. But what a strange notion—to found a new
Christianity in an opei'a-house ! What astonished my
brother more than anything was the Christians of to-

day, who could acquiesce in such a scheme: “ I marvel,

by the way, at the meekness of the Christians who go

to Bayreuth. Personally, I would not for a moment
endure* some of the things that Wagner says. There

are notions that do not suit Bayreuth. . . . What ! A
Christianity revised for female Wagnerites, perhaps
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female Wagnerites—for in the old days Wagner was
altogether feminine — II can only repeat, the Christians

of to>day are too meek for me !
” It is a pity that my

brother never made the acquaintance of the Princess

Wittgenstein ; he might perhaps have come to think

more highly of present-day Christians. This serious-

minded and clear-thinking lady

—

une grande ChriUenne^

as the French say—regarded Parsifal with the greatest

indignation. I quote from Adelheid von Stom’^ Two
Generations the following passage in a letter written by the

Princess :
“ And Parsifal ? No doubt Wagner’s genius

has succeeded in reproducing the religious spirit in

music with an intensity such as has never before been

known. . . . The question is, though, whether sincere

Christians will approve of seeing such remarkable

skill in parody applied to their holiest sacraments.

Kundry, that caricature of the blessed Magdalen ! And
all that nonsense in the whole libretto, which puts

mediaeval poetry on such an absurd plane. . . . But it

would take too long to show every point at which the

most sacred things in our Christian faith are insulted.

Some day there’ll come a reaction. . .
.”

My brother, by the way, however much he may have

deplored the tenor of the text in Parsifal, was by no

means averse to the music. He admired it, and even

saw in it a real kinship with the sentiments and musical

compositions of his youthful period. An almost comical

scene was enacted l^tweeu us, a scene described by my
brother himself in a letter to Peter Cast (Tautenburg,

July 25th, 1882)

:

“ On Sunday I was at Naumburg, in order to prepare my
sister a bit for Parsifal. It was a queer job ! In the end I

said, *My dear sister, I composed exactly the same sort of

music when I was a boy, at the time I was composing my
oratorio.’ Then I fetched out the old papers and p4ayed the

music over again after all those years : the identAty of mood
and expression was miraculous ; why, some passages, e.g.,

* The
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Death of the Kings,’ seemedt to us more appealing than any-

thing we had played from Parnfal, yet for all that quite

Farsifalian ! I confess that I once more realise with a shock

how closely akin I am to Wagner. I’ll give you an opportunity

of judging the matter for yourself—it’s so odd, that I can’t

trust myself.

“You quite understand, my dear friend—all this doesn’t

mean that I wa^t to have Partifal praised! What a sudden

decadence ! What Gagliostro tricks !

’’

It must not be forgotten that my brother is here

speaking only of the piano score. He had never seen

Parsifal at Bayreuth, although he had heard extracts

from it at concerts, and with these he was delighted.

He writes (Jaiiuaiy 21st, 1887) fit)m Nice to Gast

regarding a concert performance of the prelude at Monte
Carlo

:

“ The other day, for the first time, I heard the introduction

to Parsifal (at Monte Carlo !). When I see you again, 1 will

give you a full account of the impression it made on me. By
the way, taking the purely aesthetic point of view, and ignoring

such questions as ' What purpose can or should such music

serve ? ’ one feels inclined to ask, ' Has Wagner ever done any-

thing better ? ’ Here we have the highest psychological con-

sciousness and certainty regarding what has here to be said,

expressed, communicated

;

the most concise and direct form,

every nuance of feeling being given in almost epigrammatic

style ; a music of high descriptive power, such as makes one

think of a cunningly wrought shield : and, finally, at the base

of the music, a marvellous, sublime presentment of psychical

feeling and experience, a presentment that does Wagner the

highest honour—a complex of conditions which many men,

even * higher men,’ might regard as incompatible, of judicial

sternness, of ‘loftiness’ in the more terrifying sense, of an

insight which cuts through souls as with a knife, and of pity

for that which is seen and judged in those souls. You find

this sort of thing in Dante, but nowhere else. I wonder if any

painter ever painted with such a despairing glance of love as

Wagner does in the closing bars of his Prelude ?
’’

It is touching to see in my brother’s private memoranda
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how he is always trying ov^r again to find excuses for

Wagner, although he had entered on a path of which he

approved so little, and had tried to deny life through his

music, instead of glorifying and saying “ yea'* to life. In

the end my brother did as most men do, when something

goes wrong (Moses seems to have set a precedent to serve

for all time); he put the blame upon the woman.
“ Wagner’s Parsifal,” he says, “ was first and foremost

an act of condescension on Wagner’s part to the Catholic

instincts of his wife, the daughter of Liszt.”

His last weeks at Turin were spent in planning The

Case of Wagner

;

but as some very warm days came at the

beginning of June, my brother hurried off to Sils-Maria,

haring heard from' there that the summer had begun in

the Engadine. On his arrival there the weather was

hot, almost sultry, but soon came a sudden change ; for

five weeks rain fell incessantly, Ttith a chilly atmosphere

and a gloomy sky. Some nights it even froze, and this

had a bad effect on my brother. His room could not be

properly warmed, so that he caught a severe cold and

after that a sharp attack of influenza, with eye-aches and

headaches. In any case he had to abandon his long

walks, and in consequence, feeling bored, he read and

wrote far too much and overstrained his eyes. He copied

out the manuscript of The Case of Wagner twice in foil :

the first time his hands were numbed with cold, his

eyes were smarting, and the pen was “ so infernally

scratchy ” that neither the publisher nor (so he said) he

himself could read the script. The whole period was

bad for my brother’s health ; his whole physical system

needed sunshine and a clear sky.

As soon as fine days came again, he recovered his old

zest for work, wrote out the whole manuscript over again,

with several alterations, in four days, and asked the

printers to have it ready at the earliest possible date.

For the following summary of the contents I am indebted

to Peter Gast.
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“ The C7|we of Wagner.

“Preface. Wagner as an artistic combination of the

modem psychical forces, as an epitome of modemify, of

decadence.

“(1) Comparison with Bizet. Wagner’s music clogs the

listener’s soul, Bizet’s gives it wings.

“ (2) Freedom from moralic acid in the theme of Carmen.
“
(3) The olS-maidish morality of the Germans. Wagner has

a cunning knack of meeting that morality half-way.

“ (4) Wagner, originally a sensualist of the Feuerbach school,

becomes a Bomantic pessimist.

“(5) Wagner’s art is morbid. Its brutal, artificial and
innocent (idiotic) elements are stimulants for the jaded palate.

”(6) How the modern musician blabs his most intimate

secrets.

“ (7) Wagner’s musical style. The petty (motiv) becomes

master over the whole. A miniaturist beyond compare.

“ (8) Wagner theatricalizes music, he is no born musician.

“(9) Wagner as ‘dramatist’ (a mere scene-painter). His

plots and problems are the same as those of the Parisian

decadents.

“ (10) Wagner as man of letters. His music wants to ‘ have

a meaning ’
; he must teach this theoretically. His bent

towards spiritualization, towards *the idea’; in this respect

an heir of Hegel.

“ (11) Wagner betokens the predominance of the actor in

music. The golden age of the mimetic artists. A training of

automatons.

“ (12) (a) The theatre seeks to be the standard for all arts.

(b) The theatrical artist corrupts the genuine artist.

(c) Music becomes an art of lying.

“ Postacript. ‘ What Wagner costs us.’ (a) The German
opposition to Wagner, (b) The desire to get rid of him.

(e) The taste of the amateur and the dilettante gains the

upper hand, (d) Wagner flatters the instinct of obscurantism,

(e) Wagner corrupts women, nerves, thought.

“ Second Postacript. By the side of Wagner, other musicians

of our day do not count : he is complete corruption, the others

in this respect only go half-way.
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,
“ Epilogue.

*• Ascending life. Master-morality. Classical art.

“ Declining life. Christian morality. Decadent art.

“ Themodem man has in himself hoth conflicting moralities

:

he is a physiological contradiction : he is ‘ false,’ he squints.”

There was a time when I deeply regretted that my
brother had written The Case of Wagner, for I was a whole-.,

hearted admirer of that musician. But the more I have

penetrated into Nietzsche’s world of thought, the more I

have come to see that the book was inevitable. The
obscurity and confusion would otherwise have reached

alarming proportions, although j>erhap8 the book was

written too early. Certainly no one understood it

:

nowhere in the Press did my brother find a judicious

verdict. “ A kingdom for one sensible remark !
” was

his bitter cry. The most amazing feature of the whole

business was the general assumption that my brother’s

change of attitude towards Wagner was a thing of

yesterday. This showed him clearly that no one had

read his books ; for otherwise the change would have

been noticed ten years earlier. Owing to this discovery

in December, 1888, he hastily wrote the short treatise

Nietzsche contra Wagner, which in all essentials contained

nothing but passages dealing with Wagner from the

books he had published since 1878. He called them
“ Documents of a Psychologist.” During the last twenty-

five years these two books have come to be far better

understood, and they now find cordial acceptance from

many who were once blind worshippers of Wagner.

Such readers will feel the force of the following words,

which my brother wrote regarding The Case of Wagner in

November, 1888 :

“ In order to do justice to this book, one must have suffered

pain from the destiny of music as from an open wound.

What is it that tortures me when I grieve over the destiny of

music ? The thought that music has lost its power of trans-

figuring the world, of saying 'yea ' to life, that it has become a
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mnsio of decadence and is n4 longer th^ flate of Dionysus. . . .

Assuming, however, that yon look upon the cause of mnsic as

your own cause, as yoor own tale of woe, yon will find this

book fall of tender consideration and gentle beyond measure.

To be cheerful and good-humoured in such cases, to raise a

laugh against oneself into the bargain

—

ridendo dicere severum

where vmm dicere^ would justify any severity—is the very

. essence of moderation. After all, who doubts for a moment
that I, old gunner that I am, am perfectly capable of bringing

up *my heavy artillery against Wagner ? I kept back all my
deadliest ammunition, for I loved the man."

It is quite possible that this treatise would have been

better understood if the author had used his heavy

artillery and had defended his own position. Never-

theless, all who consider The Case of Wagner in relation

to his general philosophic outlook will feel the deep

seriousness, the passion and the pain that underlie this

apparently humorous attack. My brother was far too

sensitive to be able to speak of all that his heart felt. A
proud waiTior hides his wounds. There is no question

that the rupture of his friendship with Wagner was the

most momentous and painful experience of my brother’s

life. It is sad indeed for me to mark the traces of this

agony in his private notes and letters. “Was the

rupture inevitable 1 ” i often ask myself. When I went

to Bayreuth in 1882 for the performance of Parsifal,

Wagner, fSted as he was by all the civilised nations of

the world, suddenly said to me :
“ Since your brother

left me I have been alone !
” Had not Wagner looked

so infinitely sad when he said this, I should have

emboldened myself to say :
“ But it was your fault.” It

always seemed to me as if the breach could have been

avoided. All that was asked of Wagner was that he

should have the magnanimity to set Nietzsche entirely

free. T^agner, however, demanded from those around

1 Alluding to Horace’s ridendo dicers verum quid vetat f (What forbids os

to teU the truth with a smile P)—^Tr.

L.N. A A



354 THE LONELY NIETZSCHE

him complete submiB^on to hiii views. Such a demand
may have suited men of lesser intellect, but as regards

Nietzsche it was a piece of sheer arrogance. Yet not

even Wagner, I think, ever quite got over the blow ; my
brother certainly did not. Men of commanding genius

seldom realise how rare a thing genius is, and how it is

an even rarer thing for two supreme intellects to form an,

intimate fnendship. After the separation, both may
have breathed more freely for a time, and have fancied

that it would not be so difficult to replace the lost friend,

yet in the end neither found adequate consolation.

Heinrich von Stein told me in touchingly modest fashion,

how he always felt that Wagner was seeking some com-

pensation for the loss of Nietzsche’s friendship, and was
constantly disappointed. (This was during the years

1885-86.) My brother also sought compensation, and

in his isolated condition was less successful than Wagner,

who came into contact with some men of great distinction.

Finally my brother came to the conclusion that Wagner
was robbing him of the few friends whom he might

have influenced. That, I think, was the hardest blow

of alL

The fact that there were other reasons to widen the

gulf between Nietzsche and the Bayreuth master was
well-known to many. In 1878, my brother and I met
Bichard Pohl at Baden-Baden. The subject of Wagner
at once came up, and from the very reserve that my
brother imposed upon himself Pohl guessed more than

was desirable. “ Yes, of course,” exclaimed Pohl, turning

to me, " Professor Nietzsche wishes to be alone when he

worships Wagner, and now that we are coming along in

troops, he won’t join in our devotions.” My brother

laughed, and said afterwards that there was some point

in this remark. At any rate, he writes in 1886 : **^ere
is no doubt that Wagner’s art is to-day influenc|pg the

masses. Surely this fact is not without significance for

that art itself? There are in art three good things for
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which the * masses ’ have kiever hacl any sense—^refine-

ment, logic and beauty {fndchrum est paucorum homnum)

:

not to speak of a thing that is still better—^to wit, the

grand style. From nothing is Wagner more remote than

from the grand style.”

Yet in spite of the fact that my brother’s taste declared

itself so strongly opposed to Wagner’s art in general, he

was never chary of expressing his love and admiration

for ^'ticular details, and for Wagner as a striking

phenomenon. Thus he writes in Ecce Homo

:

“ From the moment that the piano-score to Tristan appeared

—my congratulations, Herr von Billow .—I was a Wagnerian.

I saw the earlier works of Wagner* beneath me—still too

common, too ‘German.’ . . . But to-day I am still looking

for a work of the same dangerous fascination, the same
infinite terror and charm, as this Tristan—and through all

the arts I search in vain. At the first note of Tristan, all

the strange beauties of Leonardo da Vinci lose their enchant-

ment. This opera is undoubtedly Wagner’s high-watermark:

it enabled him to recover from The Meistersingers and The

Bing. To become healthier—that is a retrogression for a man
like Wagner. ... I consider it a piece of supreme good

fortune to have been born at such a time and in such a

country that I was ripe for this work : so far does my curiosity

as a psychologist carry me. The world is poor for him who
has never been ill enough for this ‘ sensual delight in hell ’

:

in this case it is allowable, nay almost imperative, to use a

mystical phrase. I think I know better than anyone the

tremendous capacities of Wagner, the fifty worlds of strange

enchantments to which he alone could take wing : and since I

am strong enough to turn the most questionable and dangerous

things to my advantage, and thus to become stronger, I call

Wagner the greatest benefactor I have ever known. We two

are akin in having suffered more deeply, even from each other,

than any men of this century could have suffered ; and this

will always link our names together.”

I have often been asked. What sort of music did

Nietzsche really want? He always spoke with real

delight of Bizet’s Carmen, and was deeply affected by
A A 2
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the early death of the composer from whom he had
hoped BO much. He writes to Bohde regarding Mozart

:

“In the long run, a man of my stamp—
irisU—cannot away with Wagner’s music. We need

in our music the South, the sun at all costs, bright,

simple, innocent Mozartian joy and tenderness. As a

matter of fact, I ought to have about ^e men of the.

same characteristics as this music: men with whom I

can take a rest from myself and laugh at myself.” 'And

in Ecce Homo he writes

:

“ I have one word more for the most exquisite ears : as to

what 1 really demand from music. That it should be merry

and deep, like an October afternoon. That it should be

intimate, unconstrained, tender, a sweet little woman full of

impishness and grace. ... 1 will never admit that a German
can know what music means. Those whom we call German
musicians, especially the greatest, axe foreigners, Slavs, Croats,

Italians, Netherlanders—or Jews ; where this is not the case,

they are Germans of the strong breed, of the type now obsolete,

men like Heinrich Schiitz, Bach and Hamdel. Personally I

am still so much of a Pole ^ that I would sacrifice all other

music for Chopin ; for three reasons, I except Wagner’s

Siegfried idyll, perhaps also some things of Liszt, who is

superior to all other musicians in noble orchestration ; finally,

all that has been composed on the other side of the Alps

—

this

side.* ... I should not care to give up Bossini, still less my
South in music, the music of my Venetian maestro, Peter Gast.

And when I say the other side of the Alps, I really mean
Venice. For me there is no distinction between tears and

music—1 cannot think of happiness, of the Souih, without a

shudder of awe.

*'On the bridge I etood,

Mellow was the night.

Music came from far

—

Drape of gold outpouzed

On the shimmering waves.

Song, gondolas, light,

> Nietzsche claimed to be descended from “a noble Polialf frmily

called Nietzky.”

—

Tb.
* Nietzache first aays '* the other aide ” from the German p^t of view,

then “ this ride^” because Ecet Homo was written at Turin.—Tb.
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Floated a-twinkfjig out into the dusk.
The chords of soul, movSd
By unseen impulse, throbbed
Secretly into a gondola song.
With thrills of bright-hued ecstasy.

Had I a listener there P
”



CHAPTER XXV
THE SUMMEB OF 1888 : THE TWILIGHT OF THE IDOLS

The summer months of 1888 at Sils-Maria, with their

pouring rain, dark skies and wintry temperature, were
very trying for my brother. He, who was accustomed
to get his ideas and think out the plan of a book in the

open air and while walking, was now almost confined

to his room, a room that had little air and light, and
was inconvenient in other ways. He could not even
keep the solitary window always open, for with his

sensitiveness to bad smells he could not endure the

odour of the carpets as affected by the damp air. It

was only because the people of the house observed the
scrupulous cleanliness which is universal in the Engadine,
that my brother was able to put up wdth this simple

—nay, more than simple—apartment. Although my
brother, as a modest scholar on his travels,” used to

dress very plainly, and lived altogether on a most
thrifty scale, there was one point in which he was
extremely particular, namely, cleanliness. It must not

be supposed, indeed, that he was satisfied with this

wandering life and continual residence in boarding-

houses for foreigners and in shabby lodgings. He was
really making a sacrifice, for with his artistic sense

he longed for a harmonious, comfortable environment.

In this matter he was severe towards himself
;
yet he

thought that he could put up with such inadequate

lodgings in such glorious spots as Nice and Sils-Maria

for this reason—that he could make the wonderful
countryside his real home, using his room as .a mere
shelter from the rain, a place where he could write

out what he had planned in thought while on his
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rambles. In a provincial town of the North, large or

small, he could not possjft>ly have gndured such quarters

for long. Still in the winters of 1886-7 and 1887-8 he

had had a pretty, well-fiimished room in Nice, which he

often mentions, with pleasure. He often felt angry

at the thought that his exacting health” compelled

him to live in such expensive places as the Biviera and
’ the Engadine bn his modest income as a retired professor,

and pointed out the contrast between his mode of life

and his inclinations

:

“ The paradox of my life is this : that I regard the lack of

all the things I more radically need, as a radical philosopher

—liberty to choose my career, wi^ and children, friends,

society, country home, faith, freedom almost from love and
hate—as so many privations, because I am happily a living

being and no mere compound of abstractions. I must add that

in any case I am not blessed with consistent health—and that

when I am well, I find the burden of such privations less

hard to bear. What is more, I am still unable to combine

the five conditions, on which a tolerable equilibrium of my
changeable health might be based. For all that, it would be

a fatal mistake, were I to deprive myself of the above eight

freedoms in order to secure these five conditions : that is an

objective view of my position.

“ What complicates the matter is that I am also a poet, and

need the things that all poets need: among them, strong

sympathies, a well-ordered home and the like (with regard to

these needs I can only call my life a dog’s life). A further

complication is this, that I am also a musician : so that in

point of fact nothing in life has given me so much joy as

music, even including my own, and at all events the music of

my admirable maestro Peter Gast.”

Even the four wishes which he notes as follows were

denied him :

“ I need

(a) Some one to look after my digestion.

“ (b) Some one who has a happy-go-lucky spirit, and can

laugh with me.



360 THE LOI7ELY NIETZSCHE

“(e) Some one who ie proad«of assodating with me, and
keeps * the others ' op<to a propei pitch of respect for me.

“ (d) Some one who can read aloud to me without making
the book seem stupid.”

There is no doubt that my brother, with his physical

and mental sensitiveness, suffered under unfavourable

conditions more than was necessary. Yet he had
acquired a wonderful capacity for turnihg the poison

'

of suffering into a blessing : hence he did not even want
to hear of coarse callousness :

“ It is nothing to be as

hard as a Stoic—by means of callousness one sets one-

self free. One must have the contrast in oneself—^tender

feeling and its antidote : the power of not bleeding, but

of turning every misfortune to good account.” Later on

he writes :
“ I have long since determined not to take

my wishes and plans so seriously. If I don’t succeed in

one thing, I succeed in another: and I don’t know
whether on the whole I have not just as much reason to

be grateful for my failures as for any success. The

things that make life worth living to me must be sought

elsewhere.”

As a counterpoise to his great capacity for suffering,

my brother possessed the quality of finding one or more

good sides to every unpleasant mischance. Looking

back on his life, he notes with pleasure how he uncon-

sciously turned every experience to his advantage :
“ On

the whole, like a blind swimmer, I have in turn ap-

proached all the foods I need : first, sharpening of the

intellect, then elevation and sacrifice of self, then justice

and independence, then a considerate gentleness towards

all that is independence. Pain has taught me to value

the scattered joys of existence, partisanship has taught

me solitude, the scholar in me impelled me to understand

the artist, and so forth.”

In 1888, again, he writes to me :
'* Whoever ki^ows

anything of me is primarily aware that I have been

through more than anyone on earth. The evidence for
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this is even written in mV books ; line for line, they are

the outcome of experience in new realms of the soul, and
therefore, taken together, they depict a real growth, an

addition to the concept of life. A feeling that has often

come over me—and that not only in intercourse with

some Oerman scholar, who spoke to me with amiable

seriousness of himself and of his little affairs—^was this

:

every day you acquire more than that man acquires in

his whole life ! And worse things, too, there’s no doubt

of that !

’ ”

This overflowing gratitude towards life, this inward

happiness at himself and at the inevitable course of his

development, showed itself in a thoysand ways to all his

associates. Even with regard to the years of illness,

1879-81, he cannot repress a feeling of deep thankful-

ness :
“ I have often asked myself whether I am not

more indebted to my most painful years than to any

other. My innermost nature teaches me that all inevi-

table events, seen from above and in the sense of a

mighty dispensation, are also useful in themselves—they

must not only be endured, they must be loved. . . . Amor

jati

:

that is the kernel of nature. And as for my long

sickness, do I not owe to it much more than to my
health? To my sickness I owe a loftier health, a

health that grows stronger through all attacks that

do not utterly destroy it ! To my sickness I owe my
philosophy.”

In order to grasp the fulness of this gratitude, we
must remember what Friedrich Ritschl already said of

him in his youth :
“ Nietzsche can do anything he sets

his mind to do.” This is perfectly true, and even if his

gigantic task lay before him like a deep and perilous sea,

he never faced it with a sense of impotence, of inability to

surmount the dangers, but gloried in his strength to

plungqinto the waters, confident of reaching the further

shore. A few more favourable circumstances, above all

a little circle of intelligent disciples to take up his new



862 THE LONELT KIETZSGHE

doctrines and assist l^m in hiSj|tFemendous labours, were

all that was needed to make lUm the happiest man that

has ever lived ( And perhaps in spite of all, he toot the

happiest. A gipsy woman whom my brother and I once

met on a walk in the Unstxut valley was very anxious

to tell his fortune. My brother gave her money, but

rejected her advances. The woman cried reproachfully

:

“ So lucky, so lucky, and I mustn’t telt his fortune !
”

“ The woman is right,” said my brother, laughingly, “ I

am a lucky man !
”

He soon got over the horrible weeks of bad weather

and influenza. On August 1 1th he writes to Mrs. Fynn

:

“ What a day that vras, dear lady, the tenth of Augast

!

The weather \7aB \rarm, the sky clear and deep blue ; all that

I took in hand tamed oat well ; every other hoar came a

pleasant sorprise (among them a private concert all to myself,

got ap by an excellent masician from Hambarg, Herr von

Holden; he had practised a piece by my Venetian maetiro

Peter Ckist, and played it six times ranning—^by heart !) In

the morning I walked roand the lake of Silvaplana, in the

afternoon I was in the Fixtal. There were at least 70 strangers

there, all looking like convalescents, for antil the day before

yesterday the weather was really enongh to make one ill.

And when 1 got home in the evening, coanting ap all the

good things the day had broaght me, there was still another

present for me—^yoar kind, charming letter ! Sach an

andeserved letter !—Bat the winter was a bad one for me, a

period of gloom and sadness, witboat sanshine above or in my
heart. The whole stay in Nice was a failare. When philoso-

phers are ill, they do as animals do, they are mate, and crawl

into their dens. . . . The heat in Italy drove me to the Engadine

early in July—^onlacky creatare that I am ! The weather we

had beggars description ; my state of health grew so bad that

it reminded me of my darkest days. Terrible eye-strain, every

other week a day or two in bed, a dreadfal headache with all its

dreadfal conseqnences. Being onable to go oat, and shivering

in my room by day, I coaldn't even sle^ at night. Then, too,

a total lack of society: my ^es too weak for reading, a

permanent state of boredom. For the last three weeks the
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DTOBiiher has been different: not exactly better, bnt mth good,

if brie^ interlndee. Thde were days of eevere winter, with

ioy winds
; even now the conntry looks very wintry, owing to

the quantify of snow. Bat yesterday and the day l^ore, the

highest earthly and Engadinish perfection !
’’

The weather now began to improve, and he also had

pleasant company. In the summer of 1888 my brother

lived a comparatively social life. He saw a good deal of

Friittleiii von Salis, who in her little book Philosopher and

Nobleman has many interesting things to tell of this

summer. He speaks very well of other acquaintances,

too :
“ I greatly enjoy the society of the Berlin Professor

Kaftan and his wife. They are ol(^ Bdle acquiantances of

mine, staying here for the first time.” There were other

German professors, too, with whom he had pleasant

relations.

As the summer went on, he was seized with a veritable

frenzy of creative energy. He seems to have spent some

particularly fine days in revising the Dionysos Dithyrambs.

They received their final form, and incidentally a new
title :

“ Songs of Zarathustra, which he sang to himself,

to make his last solitude endurable.”

Other work was in preparation. On September 7th

he writes to the publishing firm of C. G. Naumann :

“ This time I will give you a surprise. You think, no doubt,

that there is no more printing to be done ; but lo and behold

!

here 1 am forwarding to you the most clearly-written MS. that

I have ever sent you. The book is one which in get-up is to

be a twin to The Case of Wagner. Its title is Leisure Hours

of a Philosopher.^ I must have it brought out now, because

at the end of next year we shall probably be taken up with the

printing of my chief work. The Wid to Power. As the latter

is very serious and severe in tone, I cannot follow it op with

anything in a light vein. Nor, on the other hand, do I want

it to follow immediately upon the satirical diatribe against

Wagner.
“ The present treatise, which is of no great length or scope,

^ Afterwards changed to Twilight of ilw IdoU,
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may perhaps also servp to draw public attention to my work,

so that The Will to Power doesnm meet with the preposterous

silence that befell ZaraOmtra."

The intention of having this treatise printed and

published at once was altered in some respects, after

The Case of Wagner had appeared and been read

through by the author. He writes to, the publisher,

(September 15th)

:

“ This morning I read the new book through from beginning

to end—it is entirely free from errors. A few subtle altera-

tions, including some in the arrangement of lines, are no doubt

due to Herr Gast. The get-up of the book conveys the

impression I wanted to convey—^my hearty thanks to you for

having given me such excellent advice in this important

matter. It seems to me now a very happy notion of mine

to have written an epilogue; this epilogue shows the con-

nexion between The Case of Wagner and the main ideas of

my philosophy.

“ The five last pages will enlighten the world about me far

more than any essays or dissertations, assuming—and the

assumption is perhaps legitimate—that the book finds a large

number of purchasers—and readers.
*' In the meantime, I have come to the conclusion that at

the present moment it would be most inadvisable to publish

any further volume. By doing so, we should only weaken or

destroy the impression to be made by The Case of Wagner, and

remove the urgent necessity for a perusal of my earlier writings.

I therefore beg you, my dear sir, to let this MS. lie over for

a time (let us say, for the present, until next Easter). I

should prefer you not to send it back to me. As a thinker

one must not trouble about what is finished and done with (for

this reason, I hardly ever keep copies of my own books). . . .

“ I have just heard that Hans von Biilow is bringing out a

a treatise on this subject. I am very glad to hear it : we two

are the only men who have the courage and the knowledge to

give intimate details of The Case of Wagner.”

Hans von BiQow’s book was to be entitled WoffneriteSf

Old and New, so my brother was informed by Freiherr

von Oersdorff and by others. We find an answer firom
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my brother to an unkno^ corresppndent, thanking him
for the information, but saying that the fact was already

known to him. Nothing has been heard of von Billow’s

book, however, and his widow thinks that there must be
some mistake, for she cannot remember hearing any
discussion of the matter.

, As regards Ijjs new book my brother writes ta Peter

Cast (September 12th, 1888) : “I have a rather striking

piecJ^^f news for you. A few days ago I sent Herr
G. G. Naumann a MS. with the title Leisure Hours of a

Philosopher. This innocent-looking title conceals a very

bold and accurate summary of the essential heterodoxies

in ray philosophy : so that the booh*may serve to initiate

the public and whet its appetite for my transvaluation

of values (the first liook of which is nearly finished).”

On Soptouiber 27th ho writes from Turin to Gast, who
feared that the title might give rise to misunderstand-

ings : “ So far as the title is concerned, your objections

anticipated my own thought. In the end I extracted

from the preface a formula which will perhaps meet your

requirements. . . . The new title (which involves some

trifling alterations in three or four places) is The

Twilight of the Idols : or. How to Philosophize with a

Hammer. The meaning of this formula—which after all

is fairly clear in itself—is explained in the brief preface.

Later on, he adds :
“ As a matter of fact, with this book

the reader has me in a nutshell : a great deal in a small

compass.”

In The Twilight of the Idols he again used part of the

matter for The Will to Power

^

in order to give, as it were,

an epitome of his philosophy. He laboured under the

old delusion, that an epitome of this kind could pave the

way for his masterpiece. It seems to me that the effect

of the little book at the time was only to alarm and

bewilder the public.

In The Ttvilighi of the Idols my brother once more

expresses his opinion of the Germans, but this time
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almost in the spirit, of a foreigner. After living for

nearly twenty years in Switzerland, Italy, and the South

of France, he felt himself quite a stranger towards his

native land. Yet after all his philosophy was intended

for all the cultured nations of the world, and not only

for the narrow confines of Germany. Hence he is per-

fectly justified in saying : He who recognises values

which he rates a hundred times higher than the welfare

of ‘ fatherland,’ society, blood-relations, values -•'vThich

are international and know no native country or race

—

such a man would be a humbug if he sought to play the

patriot.” He looked upon himselfas a “ good European.”

These sentiments, however, did not prevent him, in

The Twilight of the Idols, from giving the Germans their

due. I will merely quote one sentence, which does not

seem to be very widely known ;

“ Perhaps I understand the Germans, perhaps I can even

tell them a few home truths. Modern Germany represents a

large amount of efficiency, inherited and acquired, so that for

some time to come she even has a right to to extravagant in

spending from the hoard that has accumulated. It is not a

lofty culture that has gained the upper hand in Germany,

still less a refined taste, an aristocratic instinct for ‘ beauty.*

Yet she possesses virtues that are more manly than any other

country in Europe can show : an ample share of courage and

self-respect, sterling honesty in the relations of life, a high

sense of duty, great industry, great stamina—^and a hereditary

temperance which needs the spur rather than the drag. I

must add that here men obey without feeling humiliated by

obedience. . . . And no one despises his opponent. . .
.**

He also had several objections to make, these being

developed in the section, “Where the Germans are

Deficient.” In spite of his preference for France, he

was not so Gallic in his sympathies as is nowadays

assumed in some quarters. The intrigues of French

political parties in the eighties seemed to him already

very unpleasant, more unpleasant even than their
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counterpart in Germany. What he^loved most in France

was the France of the before the Revolution, and
then that most remarkable antidote to the Revolution

—Napoleon. Still, even to contemporary France he

accorded the great privilege of being the home of art,

of style, of higher culture and of psychology. He writes

about the read^g he likes

:

^4^ere is a small number of earlier French writers to whom
I always come back again. French culture is the only culture

I believe in, and I regard all that goes under that name else-

where in Europe—to say nothing of German culture—as a

a mere misconception. . . . The few instances of real culture

that I have come upon in Germany have all been of French

origin; above all, Fran Gosima Wagner, by far the best

authority on matters of taste that I have ever known. Pascal

I not merely read, but love, as the most instructive victim of

Christianity, killed by slow torture, a torture that was first

physical and then psychological, as one might reasonably

expect from this most horrible form of inhuman cruelty.

Of Montaigne’s playfulness I have something in my soul,

and perhaps—who knows?—in my body. My artistic taste

compels me, not without anger, to vindicate the fair fame of

Moliere, Corneille and Bacine as against a disorderly genius

like Bhakespeare’s. Yet all this does not prevent me from

finding the Frenchmen of our day a very charming company.

I cannot see in what century of history you could muster such

a galaxy of subtle and penetrating psychologists as in modem
Paris : I mention tentatively—for the number is not small

—

the names of MM. Paul Bourget, Pierre Loti, Gyp, Meilhac,

Anatole France, Jules Lemaitre, or, to give special prominence

to one of the strong race, a genuine Latin, to whom I feel

strongly drawn, Guy de Maupassant. Between ourselves, I

even prefer this generation to its great teachers, who are all

somewhat corrupted by German philosophy (M. Taine, for

instance, by Hegel, to whom he owes his failure to understand

great men and great epochs). Wherever Germany’s influence

extends, it eorrupta culture. It was the Franco-Prussian War
that * redeemed ’ the intellect in France. Stendhal, one of the

luckiest windfalls of my life—for all that is important in him
1 havecome upon by chance, not through the recommendation
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of others—^is quite u^aloable mth his psychological second

sight, mth his grip of reality, Reminding one of the great

masters in this sphere {ex mgue NapoUonem *). Last, but not

least, I Trill name an honourable atheist—a rare and almost

nndiscoyerable species in France—Prosper Merim4e.’’

His preference for the French, however, need not seem

astonishing or excessively painful to us Gf;rmauk After,

all, he often indulged in “ a lK>ut of genuine patriotism,”

when he would say, “ I love the Germans.” lo^was,

however, an unlucky passion, since it met with no

return, and accordingly his wrath was that of a wounded
lover.

In the year 1888, which was so rich in days of pro-

ductive energy, he no doubt often felt the supreme joys

of creation. Yet he who knows such happine8.s must

also know the agony of finding that no one in his own
country will accept the precious gifts of his working

hours, and of seeing himself forgotten and despised in a

land where he ought to )je honoured and understood.

“Ten years haTe passed

—

Hath no drop reached thee ?

No rain-fraught wind? No dew of love?

But who can love thee,

Thou too, too rich one?
Thy happiness parches the soil around

And withers love

—

A rainless land ....
There is none to thank thee,

But thou thankest all

Who take from thee

:

By that token I know thee.

Thou too, too rich one.

Thou, poorest of all that are rich

!

Thy riches torment thee,

Thou givest of thyself.

Thou nor sparest nor lovest thyself,

The great torment is ever upon thee,

The torment of overfull granaries, of overfull heart,

Yet there is none to thank thee.*'*

^ A play upon the Latin saying, ex ungue l&mm—“ from the daw (you

can recognise or reconstruct) Uie Uon.*’—

T

b.

* From the DimyMot IHthyTamb$.-^TtL,
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In our school-books we learn the fable that genius

disdains the verdict of tho«multitud6, that those destined

for immortality have an unquenchable belief in them-
selves and in their future renown, that the adverse

criticism of their contemporaries is only a spur to drive

them forward on the path of fame. What we forget to

teach the young is how terribly genius suffers under such
an isolation. The man of genius speaks—a dead silence

fbllo'v^, he might as well have been speaking in a vacuum.
He spe^s more loudly, more shrilly, more passionately

—his countrymen scornfully shrug their shoulders. In
the blissfulness of creation he is the mighty hero, who
conquers everything and needs no companion in adven-

ture ; but when the w'ork is over, tTiere come the days
when he yearns to be understood. There are dark hours,

when the man of genius begins to lose faith in himself,

and looks with fear and trembling at the lonely and
perilous path that lies before him. At such times a
word of sympathy (not of oifensive pity), a warm, loyal

hand-clasp would be a most grateful solace. My brother

suffered terribly under the silence and misunderstand-

ing that befell him in Germany, however much he
endeavoured to hide his pain.

B B



CHAPTER XXVI %

THE FINAL PEBIOD OF ACTIVITY

In the second half of September the* weather again'

became very bad, and prevented my brother from getting

away :
“ My presentiment, that the closing dsifS^i my

stay at Sils woiild be a severe ordeal for me, has come
true. We have had extraordinary floods for the last

week : everything is swamped ; it pours day and night,

sometimes rain, son&times snow. The rainfall during

the last four days has been nearly three times the average

for the whole month.” On September 16th he writes

:

" All the world thinks I have left Sils. I wish I had, but

what’s the good of wishing 1 The * higher ’ Power of

Nature, after ill-using me up here for the whole of

the so-called summer, ends up by keeping me a close

prisoner. I wrote to-day to Turin, where I was expected

to arrive about this time, * Cannot get away. Great
floods. Railway to Chiavenni-Colico blocked in several

places.’ The postmaster will let me know when every-

thing is in order ; I expect to be detained here for a week.”
And so it turned out, for he did not reach Turin till

September 22nd. He writes from there :
“ My journey

was full of trials and tribulations. I did not get to Milan

till midnight. The most unpleasant feature was a long

night journey in Como, through flooded country, over a
narrow wooden bridge—by torchlight ! Like a game of

blind man’s buff! Tired out by the relaxing air of

Lombardy, 1 arrived at Turin ; but, strange to say, in

the twinkling of an eye everything was all right again.

A wonderfully clear air, autumn tints, an exquisite sense

of well-being over the whole scene.”
*

This involuntary stay in SUs-Maria, however, had given
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my brother occasion to do a vast amount of work. He
writes to me (September 14th)

:

** Against all my inolinations, I have had to wait till the end

of my Engadine summer (?) before writing to yon. Every-

thing was in a dreadful muddle for most of the year, and my-
health was far from good ; so that when things took a turn for

the better, I tried to make up for lost time by working at high

pressure. I really have accomplished a good deal, and can

now ^d time for more philanthropic tasks, even for writing

letters.' .**.
.

•• To my regular resorts, Nice and Sils-Maria, I have added

a third as an interlude—Turin. Both from a climatic and a

human point of view, it is the most sympathetic spot 1 have

yet discovered. A big city, but quiet, distinguished, aristocratic,

with a University, good libraries, excellent attention to my
wants, first-rate theatres. Prices are very low, food and air are

good, there is plenty of water, and one gets delightful walks

—

everything suits me down to the ground. The larger bookshops

sell books in three languages (French, German, and Italian), so

that for scientific literature I am far better off than in Leipzig

itself. The ring of high mountains which surrounds Turin on

three sides keeps the atmosphere dry and pure, just like at

Sils and Nice. As 1 am in the midst of the most important

work of my life, a regular course of living for several years is

absolutely essential. Nice for the winter, Turin for the spring,

Sils for the summer, Turin for two months in the autumn

—

that is the scheme. My diet is also normd, that is to say quite

individual, and arranged in accordance with my personal needs.

This of course involves an avoidance of all eating in public

places or in company. The success of this system of living,

which is the result of gradual experiment, is shown in an

enormous increase of productive energy. The three essays of

last summer ” [Genealogy of Morals] “ were planned, carried

out and sent off to the publishers within less than twenty-five

days. I achieved a similar feat this summer, as soon as things

took a tom for the better ” [The Twilight of the IdaU], “ In

Turin I have turned out, with ridiculous ease, an important

essay on the psychologyof musicians, which yon will receive this

autumiK The first book of The Tratuvaluaiion of AU Values

is nearly finished.—^Not bad news, eh, my dear Lama ? The

worst of it is that I have to get my books printed at my own
B B 2
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expense—and the tune has gone by for ever when the relations

between myself and the presenit age can be anything but war

to the knife ! With this somewhat Bed Indian condosion 1

send my best wishes to yon, my dear Lama, and to your

Bernhard."

In this letter he writes to me for the first time of a

work called The Transvalmtion of All Values, His philo-

sophical masterpiece had previously always been entitled

The Will to Power

,

and " Attempt at a Transvajuation of

All Values ” had been merely a sub-title. After the

completion of The Twilight of the Idols the sub-title came
to be the main title, and moreover a radical alteration was

made in the contents. Taking only a part of the vast

material for The Will to Power, the chapters “ A Criticism

of Christianity ” and “ Morality and Philosophy ” from

the second book, and “Dionysos" and “ Eteruul Recur-

rence ” from the fourth book, he intended to weld them

into a new volume, The Transvaluation of All Values. The
contents ofthe first and third books seem tobe disregarded

for tbe time being. Hence the “ Transvaluation of

Values,” beginning as it does with The Antichrist, must

again be looked upon only as a part of the great philo-

sophical masterpiece entitled The Will to Power. The

four books of this new work were called : I. The Anti-

christ, an Attempt at a Criticism of Christianity ; II.

The Free Spirit, a Criticism of Philosophy as a Nihilistic

Movement ; III. The Immoralist, a Criticism of the Most

Fatal Form ofIgnorance
; IV. Dionysos, The Philosophy

of the Eternal Recurrence. The Antichrist alone was

completed in September 1888 ; for the other books we
have only a few scattered notes bearing directly upon

their subjects.

I must lay special stress on the fact that my brother

did not publish The Antichrist himself, and that in its

original form it was probably written in a lesqi violent

tone. I will not go so far as to say that, if the book had

j)een published by him, any of its main features would
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have been altered
; but I think tiiat, had the author

written it in a calmer frame of mind, he would have

expressed himself in a style more akin to that of Beyond

Good and Evil. In the latter book, he never forgot to

mention what a boon Christianity has always been and
can still be, as a religion for the masses.

. Some personal details concerning my brother’s attitude

towards Christianity will no doubt be of interest. As
he was always so careful to avoid hurting the feelings of

those with whom he came into contact, it is not surprising

that on the whole he rarely voiced his opinions on the

subject. In 1871, when he was still under the spell of

Schopenhauer, he writes to Freiherr*von Garsdorff

:

“ Tliat analysis of the relation between religion and philo-

sophy, which you mention, is certainly one of the painful

duties of life. If we are summoned to that duty, we should

arm ourselves with wisdom and gentleness. In such conflicts,

it is always so difficult to avoid animosity ; whereas, after all,

in the great darkness of existence, it is here that the real

domain of pity lies. Through your actions, at any rate, you

should always emphasize your heartfelt assent to the dogma of

love and pity. This is the safe bridge that can be thrown even

across such chasms.
“ Furthermore, there is a noble art of knowing when to be

silent about such matters. Speech is a hazardous thing, and

on these occasions one seldom finds the right word. What
a lot there is that one must not say ! Views on religion and

philosophy, in particular, should be tabooed. They are the

roots of our thought and desire, and hence shoidd not be

dragged out into the garish light of day."

He had, moreover, a real liking for sincere, pious

Christians. Especially as regards piety, all who had

intercoui'se with him at B^le will concur with my state-

ment. There was a mutual attraction between him and

those who really took their Christianity seriously. Accord-

ingly Hb writes ;
“ My attack on Christianity is not due

to any personal grievance ; I have always had a friendly

feeling towards earnest Christians. Though an out-anc^
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out opponent of Christianity, I am tax from bearing a
grudge against any individual for the fatal blunder of

centuries. . . One of these sincere Christians, Herr
Adolfy , remarked to me that it was a reproach to

present day Christianity that a man like Nietzsche was
unable to be a pious Christian. He could not let the

matter I'est, and one night after evensosg he came to my
brother in order to convert him. These excellent people

forgot, however, that they had nothing new toi»ll him
;

he had felt it all, just as deeply and fervently, in his

boyhood. He ^Tites somewhere :
“ At the age of twelve

I saw God in all His glory." Perhaps the very reason

why from youth onwards he drew further and further

away from Christianity lay in his deep religious senstt,

which could find no satisfaction in the Christianity of our

day. As he often remarked, he had not undergone any

struggles, but it was extremely painful for him to have

to give up his faith in God. “ Perhaps there never were

more thoroughgoing atheists than to-day for this reason,

that there never were men who became atheists with

greater reluctance." Never has the loss of faith in the

Christian God been lamented in more heartfelt language

than by my brother. He writes in the spring of 1882 ;

“ Excehior

!

Never more wilt thon pray, never more wor-

ship, never more repose in boundless trust—thou renouncest

the privilege of standing before an ultimate wisdom, an ultimate

mercy, an ultimate power, and unharnessing thy thoughts

—

thou hast no constant watcher and friend for thy seven soli-

tudes—^thou livest without gazing upon a mountain, that hath

snow on its head and fire in its heart—there is now no

redeemer for thee, none to promise a better life—there is no

more reason in that which happens, no love in that which

shall happen to thee—thy heart hath now no resting-place,

where it needeth only to find, not to seek—^thou refusest any

ultimate peace, thou desirest the eternal recurrence of war and

peace:—-man of self-denial, wilt thon deny thyself all this?

Whence wilt thou gain the strength ? No one ever had such

strength !
’’
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Yet even then- he hinted at his supreme hope—the

profit that might arise for humanity from this heaviest of

losses :
“ There is a lake that one day denied itself the

pleasure of flowing off, and threw up a dam at the place

where it had been used to flow off
;
since that day, the

waters of the lake have been continually rising. Perhaps

•that veiyself-ctenial will also lend us the strength that

enables us to endure self-denial itself
;
perhaps man will

continually rise, from the moment when he no longer

flows out into God.”

He detested all those obscure expositions of Christianity,

which laid claim to scientific judgment, and in so doing

made every logical conclusion sadlj^to seek. One day he

heanl Schopenhauerian philosophy, as it were, being

preached from the pulpit—1 mean Schopenhauer as

interjjreted to suit Christian doctrines and ideas. With
all his admiration for the philosopher and for the preacher,

whose personality he looked upon with great respect, he

could not helj) having the painfid consciousness that a

dect'ption was being pnictised. All these modem devices

for interw'eaving Christianity with the most heterogeneous

religious idesis were distasteful to his intellectual honesty.

At all events, this inherited honesty and sincerity lay at

the root of his attitude towards Christianity. “ The
Christianity of my forbears reaches its logical conclusion

in me : a stern intellectual conscience, fostered and made
paramount by Christianity itself, turns against Chris-

tianity : in me, Christianity raises itself and overcomes

itself”

He gave a great deal of thought to Christianity ;
in

fact, he fancied that he bored his friends with the subject.

Thus he writes to Peter Gast :
“ It has occurred to me,

my dear fellow, that the continual discussion of Chris-

tianity in my book must seem strange, nay unpleasant to

you. ^'Christianity, however, is the finest ideal I have

ever come across; from my childhood’s days I have

studied it in many phases, and I don’t think 1 have ever
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felt meanly towards ;it in my heart of hearts. After all,

I am the heir to several genei^tions of Christian clergy-

men.” He always took pride in his pious ancestors and

showed reverence for true Christians :
“ The two finest

types of men I have ever met in the flesh have been the

perfect Christian (I pride myself on belonging to a stock

that has taken its Christianity seriously in every sense)

and the perfect Bomantic artist, whom I have found far

below the Christian plan. It stands to reason that when
one has turned one’s back on these types, because they

fail to satisfy, one cannot easily be contented with any

other sort of modern man—that is why I am condemned

to solitude.” •

It is quite untrue to say that my brother hated Chris-

tianity—I mean that gentle, beautiful tejiching of Jesus,

which he recognised as lieing no teaching of dogma,

but a guide for action. Hence, too, his preference for

Catholicism, in that it sets up an order of rank and lays

stress on “good works,” unlike Protestantism, which

insists mainly on that “ faith ” which is difficult to

control. He set great store by the elevating effect of

Christianity and Buddhism upon the weak and the ailing

:

“ Beligion—^the discovery of a religious significance in

life—^brings sunshine to such tortured srmls and makes

them able to endure the sight of themselves. It has the

same effect upon them as an Epicurean philosophy has

upon sufferers of a higher grade ; it exhilarates them,

refines them, makes the most of their suffering, and

ultimately hallows and justifies their existence. Perhaps

there is nothing more admirable in Christianity and

Buddhism than their art of teaching even the lowest to

rank themselves through piety in a higher apparent order

of things, and thus to make them contented with the real

order of things, amid which they have to struggle so

hard—and this very hardness is necessary !
” *

Till the end of liis career as a thinker he cherished a

tender love for the Founder of Christianity. All his
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wrath is directed against St. Paul^ and his like, whom he

considers as responsible*for perverting the gentle teach-

ing of the Sermon on the Mount, designed for the lowly-

horn, and turning it into a universal religion, which did

harm to all aristocratic values and all aristocratically

minded, strong and powerful men. He can hardly find

enough word^ for his indignation at this ! Hence he

writes in Beyond Good and Evil

:

/*

“ Bat another may come in an opposite spirit, no longer

Epicurean, bat with some divine hammer in his hand, to attack

this arbitrary movement for crippling and degrading hamanify
into the shape of the Enropean Christian, as for instance it

crippled and degraded Pascal. Will not snch an one exclaim,

in anger, pity and horror : * Oh, ye blockheads ! Ye arrogant,

compassionate blockheads—what have ye done ? Was that a

work for your hands ! How ye have hacked and maimed my
fairest masonry ! And what did ye gain by it all?’ Ohris-

tianity, I make bold to say, is the most &tal form of self-

exaltation that the world has ever known. Men who are not

lofty and hard enough to dare to mould humanity like artists

;

men who are not strong and far-seeing enough, who cannot

exercise enough noble self-mastery to acknowledge the primal

law that thousands must fail and perish ; men who are not

aristocratic enough to see the abysmal differences of rank

between man and man:—such men, with their ‘equality

before God,’ have hitherto swayed the destinies of Europe,

till at last a stunted, almost ridiculous type has been bred, a

herd-animal, a well-meaning, sickly, mediocre creature—^the

present-day European. . .

From year to year my brother grew more and more

anxious about the future of humanity, seeing that men
grew ever more petty and more miserable. Hence, in

order to understand the angry mood that pervades The

Antichrist, we must never lose sight of the two main

points that determine my brother’s attitude towards

Ghrietianity. One of these two points is, that through

the setting-up of the Christian ideal as the sole ideal the

brilliant exceptions, the lucky accidents of the human
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type are threatened \^ith extinction. “ What is that we
combat in Christianity ? Thif^—that it seeks to break

the stronger, to drain their courage, to make the most of

their weak moments and attacks of weariness, to turn

their proud confidence into uneasiness and compunction,

that it knows how to make their aristocratic instincts

sickly and poisonous ; until their strength, their will to •

power are turned against their very selves, untD the

strong are ruined through excess of self-contetfipt and
self-abuse, that terrible form of ruin for which Pascal is

the most famous example. ” He loved Pascal, as a man
of his own stamp, and he felt Pascal’s ruin like that of a

dear friend, nay eventas if he himself were threatened

with that disaster.

The other point is the unhappy results of the doctrine

that all souls are equal before God :
“ As regards the doc-

trine of equality, the first stammering ficcents were uttered

in a religious sense, later on it was turned into a system

of ethics. No wonder man ends by taking it seriously

as a practical proposition—in a political, democratic,

socialistic, irritably pessimistic sense.” He made this

Christian doctrine responsible both for the French Kevo-

lution, which dealt so severe a blow to the belief in

privilege, and, as we see from all his notes, for the socialism

of the present day. (It must not be forgotten, by the

way, that Goethe s view of the French Revolution and of

the “ martyr at the stake ” was almost identical with

Nietzsche’s.) Moreover, the author of The Antichrist was

always haunted by that delightful vision of what man-

kind might have been if this doctrine had not held un-

disputed sway for two thousand years. Yet he was fully

aware that it was the powerful men of that very period

who contributed to the spread of Christianity and to the

high value set upon that religion. They represented the

supreme power so badly and in so perverse a fashion%hat

the insignificant, humble, virtuous Christian was bound

to appear the more estimable type. If the Bmiian
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emperors had all been men like Julius Caesar, Christianity

would certainly never have become such a potent force.

(The Christian had a right and duty to exist, but not as

the sole standard of value and the highest ideal.) Hence
the philosopher of The Will to Power teaches us again and
again that the representatives of the supreme power,

temporal as jvell as spiritual, ought to be conscious of

their tremendous responsibilities, in that they are able to

carve ^n the marble of humanity and to spoil the most
precious of materials for hundreds, nay thousands of

years.

People have often told me that they cannot understand
why my brother was so exasperated against present-

day Christianity—this lukewarm Christianity which no
longer breaks the strong. It must have become more
feeble in the last thirty or forty years, for in our child-

hcM>d and youth we felt it as a very real power, and
knew strong and efficient men whose character it

shattered. That is why that wonderful style of The
AntichriHt and The Case of Wagner still quivers with the

passionate excitement that possesses a profound and
religious spirit when it turns against an idol which it

once loved and reverenced. The enemy must be fought,

for it is an enemy that threatens by its influence to

annihilate those vigorous doctrines which are to give

mankind new leaders and masters.

Professor Kaoul Richter, in private conversation,

always styled Nietzsche a man of most religious temjiera-

meiit, and in his lectures, too, he expressed the same
idea in admirable terms. I quote merely the beginning

of a lecture or article published in the now defunct

Augshurger Allgemeine Zeitung \_Augsburg Gazette'] :

There is a widespread theory—one which till recently

was never disputed—that Nietzsche’s sole attitude towards

religion was one of bitter enmity and opposition. Those who
only know a little about Nietzsche, know that he declared

war to the knife against Christianity and called one of his
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books The Antichrist. Those, however, who have learnt to

look more deeply into ^ the essential features of all religions,

and who have more than a passing acquaintance with
Nietzsche’s works, are coming to see more and more plainly

that this philosophy has cleared the ground for a new
conception of religion ; that Nietzsche himself was an
eminently religious person, working out his heartfelt con-

victions in a practical way; and finally, that the religions

influence of his work and of his personality is already

beginning to germinate. These achievements are ko great

that in comparison with them the attack on the national

creed is of minor importance for Nietzsche’s religious

position.”

In the four monthg from mid-June to mid-October
my brother had produced four books of the highest im-

portance, writing out the MSS. himself : The Case of
Wagner^ The Twilight of the Idolsj Dionysos Dithyrambs and
The Antichrist. Looking on this feat as a whole, one
feels that it is little short of miraculous. True, he
generally used material that had been already prepared
for The Will to P&iver, but for all that nearly everj»'-

thing was re-cast, and the strain on his eyesight was
tremendous. Strange to say, no one seems to have
noticed this phenomenal energy, nor did he give the
impression of being inordinately busy. Fraulein von
Salis, in her little book Philosopher and NoblemaUy writes

regarding this summer of 1888: “When I last had
intercourse with Nietzsche I received signal proof of his

restless, quite unconscious energy. During that terribly

busy summer and autumn of 1888, while preparing and
producing several volumes, he walked almost every week
three times along that lengthy and only partly interest-

ing road to Silvaplana, in order to deliver and receive

proof-sheets. Weak though his eyes were, he read the
proofs as well, and never complained of having too much
to do.”—^As a rule he never worked at night, but at4;his

period he must have burned the midnight oil, for he
often mentioned the fact that once “when the spirit
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moved him,” he got up at two in the morning and wrote

down what had been Qassing in* his mind. He would

observe that he heard his landlord, Herr Diuisch, open

the door softly and steal away to shoot chamois. “ Who
knows?” he added, “perhaps I, too, was shooting

chamois.”

Professor Kaftan, too, a Bdle colleague who did not

share my brotTier’s views, describes quite dispassionately,

in bis ,ai'ticle “ From the Workshop of the Superman,”

how simple and natural Nietzsche’s manner towards

him was at their frequent meetings and walks together.

He betrayed not the slightest trace of any morbid

excitement. Professor Kaftan assumes (wrongly, in my
opinion) that this excitement only came over him while

he was writing; “in personal intercourse,” he says,

“ Nietzsche adopted quite a different tone from that of

his writings.” He goes on to observe

:

“ Not that he kept his views in the background
; bat he

spoke of them with perfect composure, as one talking among
his friends of serious matters in which he is conscious of wide

differences of opinion. And this was the man who had

written The Twilight of the Idols

!

In one passage of that

book 1 seem to trace an echo from one of our conversations.

Nor would it be true to say that his manner m society was a

mere mask. It must have been an argent need with him

—

so importunate was he in the matter—to go about with some

one to whom he could speak out. The very first morning

after I arrived he paid me a surprise visit. We never parted

without his insisting on an appointment for our next meeting.

When my wife and I went away he came to see ns off,

although the hour was one at which he usually took a rest.

In short, there was not the slightest suspicion of a mask ; in

everything he did he showed the simple and unassuming

kindness that lay at the root of his nature.”

An Italian acquaintance of my husband relates how
Nietzsche at Turin showed a friendly interest in all

whom he met. One little story is significant. There

was a caf^ where my brother used to go every day and
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read the Journal des Debats. One day, a departing guest

hastily dosed the door, and hk little dog, who was

running after him, had its paw jammed. The owner

went off without noticing this, and there the dog

remained, whimpering. My brother was the only person

who took pity on the dog
; he asked the waiter for a

bowl of water, took out his handkerchief, and made the

dog a regular bandage—an art he had Hot forgotten

from his days in the ambulance corps. Everyone looked

pleased at the incident, and the dog lay down at my
brother’s feet. Suddenly the owner reappeared at the

door, and whistled; the dog ran out at once. Some
days later, when my brother was again reading the

Joumai des Dibats, the llctle dog came in, touched his leg

with its paw. and growled a little
;
my brother looked

up, and saw that it had in its mouth the handkerchief,

now w'ashed and ironed. In this way its master had

found the kind friend, and he expressed his hearty

thanks. Trivial in itself, this little episode shows how
my brother’s exacting brainwork had not made him

blind to the world about him, or robbed him of his simple

humanity.

We have no means of knowing whom my brother met

at Turin in that autumn of 1888. It must have been

someone who had known Count Gobiueau personally,

and was well versed in German literature and criticism.

He seems to have misled my brother as to Gobineau’s

love for Turin ; Gobineau knew little of Turin—he died

there, it is true, but only while intending to pass through.

My brother’s spiritual relations w'ith Gk>bineau were very

transient. He first heard of the Count in the autumn
of 1877, through Malwida von Meysenbug. About this

time I began to read him aloud one of Gobineau’s books,

but my brother did not seem greatly interested. He
first began to take real notice of Gobineau on hear^
with what energy and sincerity the latter had denounced

Parsifal, and even Itichard Wagner himself. Afterwards
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Nietzsche felt that Gobineau would have been well fitted

to imbibe his own doctrines, and regretted that he had

never made the acquaintance of this admirable thinker.

So far as I know, he read but little of Gobineau’s

writings, and that too with the prejudice still prevailing

in France against Gobineau as a stylist and writer of

French. Of Gobineau as a man, however, I heard him

«peak in terms 0f the warmest admiration.

The following letter, addressed to me from Turin

(October, 1888), testifies to his sense of well-being

there

:

So here I am again in my good city of Turin, the city

that Gobineau, too, loved so well. ... I suppose it matches

us both. The proud, distinguished air of these old Torinese

suits me down to the ground. You cannot imagine a greater

difference than that between Leipzig—good-humoured but

vulgar to the core—and this Turin. Besides, the Torinese

and I have a curious similarity of taste in all vital matters

—

not only in architecture and street-planning, but also in

cookery. The food here is just the thing for me, and my
physical powers have increased to an amazing extent. It’s a

real misfortune that I didn’t make this discovery ten years

earlier. I am indeed sorry that I spent this summer of evil

memory in the abominable Engadine, instead of in Turin.

At any rate, I escaped from Sils in time ; it would hardly be

feasible now to travel from there to Italy, for the great floods

in Italy, Switzerland and France are still going on. The
summer here was comparatively cool, but that would have

been no reason against my staying here, on the contrary, a

cool summer in Turin is for me a pleasant average tem-

perature. Everyone here is satisfied with the year’s weather,

a state of things I have not heard of anywhere else in

Europe. . . .

“ This time I am no longer a stranger here, and my position

has improved in many ways: a striking contrast to my
wretched existence in Nice. Wherever I go, I am treated as

a man of mark. You ought to see how glad everyone is to

me^ me, how in all classes they show the best and most
tactful side of their nature, and assume their politest and
most amiable manner. Still, of late years I have had the
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same reception everywhere, except in Germany ; that’s the

only country where I have had rmpleasant experiences.

" If ever my biography is written, this statement should be

put in : * only among Germans was he treated badly.’

*' Our new Emperor grows more and more to my liking.

The latest thing is that he is setting his face strongly against

anti-Semitism and the KreuzzeUimg.^ ... He would already

understand the principle of the will to power

!

“ Now just a few words to close this letibr—^it is already

'

too long, but you must chew over it for the whole winter, my
dear Lama, for I’m not going to write any more letters.

There’s a great deal of work to be done, and, as yon know, my
eyes won’t stand much strain : so I mean to read and write

as little as I possibly can. I must make the most of my new-

found strength and of ^his wonderful autumn weather, for the

sake of my great mission. Now that my life has reached its

zenith, and the tasks before me are perhaps more arduous

than any human being has ever undertaken, this sudden

access of strength and self-confidence is nothing short of a

miracle !—In this golden autumn, the finest I have ever

known, I am writing a retrospect of my life. It is not meant

for the public ; no one shall read it except a certain good

Lama, when she comes across the sea to visit her brother. . . .

I want to hide and bury the manuscript, it shall moulder

away, and when we have all crumbled to dust, it may celebrate

its resurrection. Perhaps the Germans will then be more
worthy of the great gift that I intend to offer them. Fondest

love from
“ Your brother,

“(now quite a big pot).’’

Accordingly, on October 15th he be^ns the new book

with that overflowing thankfulness towards life, which,

in spite of all suflering, all reverses, lay at the very core

of his being.

“ECCE HOMO.

“How 0ns Bboombs What Onb Is.

“ On this perfect day, when everything is maturing, and not

only the grape is growing brown, a ray of sunshine has just

fallen upon my life ; I see the past, I see the future, neW at

' Tha leading clarioal nevqiaper in GemuDy.—IB.
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one 4ime did I see things so many and so good. Not in vain

do I to-day bury my forty-foorth yea% 1 have a tight to bury

it—all the life that was in it is saved and can never die. The
first book of The Tranerndmiiion of aU VaJuee, The Songe of

Zarathuetra, The Twilight oj the Idole, my attempt to philoso-

phise with a hammer—all these belong to this year, nay, to

the last three months ! How can 1 be anything but grateful

for all that life has given me ? And so 1 will tell myself the
* story of my life.

’

In this mood of exaltation, a sort of clear-sightedness

came over him
; the veil fell from his eyes, and he saw

himself, his whole life, growth and development pass

before him in the clearest outlines, hut almost as some-

thing external. He peers into the»lowest depths of his

own soul, but he sees more—he sees the soul and the

suffering of every man of genius. . . .

An old title-page to this book still bears the inscription,

in his handuTiting, “ For my Friends.” But the

intention of burying this retrospect of his life, and having

it published long after his death, was soon given up.

Once more he desired to draw attention to his great

work, to pave the way for the transvaluation of values.

Dr. Richard Oehler writes regarding the composition

of Ecce Homo

:

“ On November 4th, 1888, as Nietzsche himself states, Ecee

Homo was finished. Although the printing of The Twilight

of the Idole was not yet completed, Nietzsche on November 6th

sent Ecee Homo to his publisher, with the following words

:

‘Another surprise for you—^if anything 1 do can surprise you

know ! As soon as The Twilight of the Idole is settled in every

sense, I want yon to begin printing a new volume. I am quite

convinced that I must bring out a new book, one that shall

prepare the world thoroughly for The Tranevdlmtion which I

mean to publish in about a year from now. We must create a

feeling of expectancy, otherwise the history of Zarathuetra will

repeat itself. During the last few weeks I have been most

happily inspired, thanks to an incomparable sense of fitness,

greater than I have ever known beforq.; thanks also to a

wonderful autumn and to the delicate attentions paid to me
L.N. 0 c
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eveiy^here in Turin. Thus between October 15ih and
November 4th I have accomplished an extremely diflScnlt

task—^that of describing myseD, my books, my views, my
life, in fragmentary fashion, so for as was desirable.* On
November 18th Nietzsche writes to Gast: ‘The aforesaid

manuscript has already taken a crab’s walk to the printers.’

We see, accordingly, that it was sent to Leipzig in the week
6th-18th November. At the end of Novemlj^, after forwarding

various addenda, he asked the publisher to let him have thd

whole MS. again, so that he can recast it and make ijj complete.

By December 6th this task was ended, and he despatched it

to Leipzig with the assurance that no further alterations on

his part were required.”

Dr. Oehler writes of Ecce Homo :

%

“Nietzsche had an unusual capacity for bringing his life and

work clearly before the eyes of others. Ecce Homo is the final

testimony to this gift of his, the last link in a long chain of

introspective development.
“ Two other forms of creative activity, rarely found together,

were happily united in Nietzsche : the power of creating as a

free spirit, forgetful of self, soaring in ecstasy high above all

criticism and sober reflection; and the ability to gauge his

own personality with a shrewd glance, to dissect, to use the

microscope. It may be that two powerful currents of heredity

produced this curious combination. Strange as it may seem,

the two impulses do not cancel each other, on the contrary,

they lend strength to each other. The fruits of his introspec-

tive instinct, his clear vision for his own character, his

* personal ’ revelations are no whit inferior to his objective

creations in charm, beauty, maturity and value. Who, for

instance, could help feeling the deepest sympathy for what

Nietzsche says about Thut Spake Zarathuetra f His inex-

haustible power of production will always arouse interest and

admiration for his personality. No man has ever had such a
‘ comprehensive ’ soul, no one has ever known such a varieiy

of p^chical experience, no one has ever been able to invest

his ego with so much colour and variety. Nietzsche’s continual

change of front is due to his ever discovering fresh possibilities

in himself, and seeing himself from difierent points of view.

The phases of objective creation underwent eorre^nding

changes. Eeee Homo triumphantly closes the series.”



CHAPTER XXVII

THE CATASTBOPHB
•

While my brother was working with might and main
at Ecce Homo and its addenda, he had to submit to all

sorts of attacks. The first came from Fraulein von
Meysenbug, who on i*eceiving The Case of Wagner from
him wrote a most unsympathetic letter, in a tone of

mockery and unfairness such as couW hardly be expected
from one who was usually so gentle. My brother was
deeplj" wounded by this affront. We can gather his

indignation from the various notes he took for an
answering letter. I select some of the less violent

passages : Have you reallj’^ guessed why I sent you
‘Wagner’s death-warrant’?—I wanted to give you
a further proof of the fact that you have never under-

stood what I was driving at. The reasons why I

turned my back on Wagner three years ago are here

stated in literary form, and as moderately and playfully

as possible ; for I might have used severe and con-

temptuous language, had I wdshed. I withheld all my
deadliest weapons. . . . That profound lack of instinct,

of subtlety in distinguishing between ‘ true ’ and ‘ false,’

with which 1 reproach the modern age—^you are an
extreme case in point, you who all your life have held

mistaken views about nearly everyone, even about

Wagner, and still more (to name a rather more difficult

subject) about me ! . . . . Are you utterly in the dark

as to my task ? As to the meaning of ‘ transvaluation of

all values ’ ?
”

Malwida, indeed, understood no more of this than did

his other friends. Moreover, for years she had not

mentioned her disapproval of the change in my brother’s

0 c 2
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relations with Wagner ; accordingly he had eiToueously

assumed that she realised why the breach was inevitable.

She must have imd his writings in a veiy superficial

manner, otherwise the sentiments expressed in the above

letter would have led her to utter a protest long before.

But she was just like the rest—^the most striking passages

in my brother’s books had been ignored. » Malwida’s letter

induced my brother hastily to write his Nietzsche contra

Wagner, immediately after the final revision of Ecee Homo.

Thus it will be seen that in the six months from mid-

June to mid-December, 1888, he produced, wrote out and

prepared for the press half a dozen works of consummate

intellectual power. ‘

Even I caused him trouble, because I had written

saying how sad and shocked I was at The Case of Wagner.

The draft for a letter expressing his indignation was

afterwards discovered. The letter was never despatched

;

he feared that it might prevent me from reading The

Twilight of the Idols and The Antichrist

:

“ Such books

might wound you terribly—and me too, at the thought

that they were wounding you. For this reason I am
even sorry that I sent you The Case of Wagner.” Frfiuleiu

von Meysenbug, by the way, endeavoured by apologies to

tone down the impression created through her spiteful

letter of the autumn ; but my brother remained sore in

spirit. Not only was his sincere reverence for his old

friend diminished, but he saw all too clearly what he had

to expect from the Wagnerites. If even kind-hearted

Malwida wrote like this, how the others would roar

!

Freiherr von Gersdorff, the only person, apart from

Peter Oast, who had shown his dispassionate approval of

The Case of Wagner, had already warned him of this peril

in September. It is true that my brother loved fighting

and danger—"a heart full of courage and good cheer

now and then needs a little danger, otherwise life is not

worth living ”—^but he did not want to fight those who
were near and dear to his soul. He found such quarrels
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incredibly painful. Great, powerfiil, impersonal enemies

were those he desired : “tLife is at its noblest when it

proTides us with the noblest opponents. Our enemies

are a standard by which we may be gauged ; my enemies

are Christianity, morality, ‘ truth.’ ... . Surely I have a

right to be proud of such enemies !

”

At this moment, however, it was the petty enemies

from the Wagnerian camp who raised their heads.

E. W. Flitzsch, of Leipzig, who had published not only

the works of Wagner, but also those of Nietzsche up to

the third part of Zarathustra, was induced to insert an

article by Richard Pohl, “ The Case of Nietzsche, a

Psychological Problem,” in his Musikalisches Wochenblatt

[Musical Wt'ekhj'l for Octoljer 25th, 1888. Pohl had the

impudence to charge Nietzsche with dishonest, personal

motives for declaring against Wagner and his music.

With malicious glee he informed the world that Nietzsche

had composed an ojjera, and that Wagner’s verdict on

it had been “ silly trash.” It is difficult to understand

how Fritzsch can have been so tactless as to publish such

fabrications in his paper, so wanting in respect for

one of his own authors (and that, too, the creator of

Zarathustra !) as not to guard him from such attacks.

The effect that this public affront produced upon my
brother, far off as he was and powerless to defend him-

self, is beyond description. He knew very well that,

had he still held a post of dignity at the University,

neither Fritzsch nor Pohl would have dared to issue the

attack. They thought, however, that a lonely man, one

who went his own way without any clique to help him,

might be assailed with impunity. He had already voiced

his indignation as to the low esteem in which solitude

was held :
“ The higher, philosophic man, who is a

solitary, not because he wants to be alone, but because

he cannot find his peers : what peculiar perils and

tortures are reserved for him to-day, when the belief in

caste-organisation has vanished, and in consequence such
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a solitude is neither respected nor understood ! There

was a time when the sage, rby thus dwelling apart,

became almost holy in the eyes of the multitude ;
but

to-day the hermit sees himself eneompassed by a cloud

of gloomy doubts and suspicions.”

llie worst feature of his loneliness was that there was

no one in his neighbourhood to comfort ^nd reassure him

about such incidents as this article, no one to make the

sensitive thinker realise that there must be many people

who would treat such insinuations with the contempt

they deserved. Apart from Peter Gast, no one expressed

his indignation : none of the old friends of his youth

raised his voice in .defence. Nietzsche had always

thought that in such cases he could rely on their aid ;

“It should be a point of honour with my friends to

guard my name and my wf)rldly .security, to build me a

fortress that would protect me against brutal misunder-

standing ; I myself ought not to raise a finger in my
defence * ” Yet all were silent, and his wounded spirit,

that had always been so loyally devoted to his friends,

asked itself in anguish :
" Why do I meet with iu»

encouragement, no sympathy, no heartfelt reverence ?

How is it that no one ever feels offended when I am
slandered ? ” Like a hero at bay, he fought with every

effort of his courage, even with acorn, mockery and

derision, against these attacks and against the inde-

scribable sorrow of his soul, but he needed stronger and
stronger .sit.-, ping-draughts U> counteract the gloom and

melancholy of his sleeples.s nights.

Assault followed upon assault, and the effect was
more than usually painful, owing to the high pressure at

which he had been working for the last six months.

Other enemies had arisen from the malicious brood of

dwarfs who hate everything lofty and superhuman. A
certain anti-Semite, who had evidently lain in ambush
for some time, waiting for the favourable moment, was
emboldened by the attack in the Musikalisehe» Woehm-
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blatt to take vengeance for some remarks directed against

the anti-Semites in Nietzsche’s mofe recent writings. In

some anonymous letters he cleverly contrived to make
my brother believe that my husband had sent from South

America an article attacking Zarathustra, and that with

his and my approval this was to be printed in an anti-

-Semitic paper. J[t was a most spiteful invention, designed

with the sole purpose of show'ing the lonely philosopher

that he had lost the few who w^ere still near and dear to

him. It was not till after my husband’s death (this

misfortune befell me five months after my brother's

stroke occurred) that T found %mong his papers a letter

from my brother which he had poncealed from me, a

letter mentioning this attrick and passionately reproach-

ing my husband with having stolen away and corrupted

the sister who was his most loyal disciple. After bitterly

accusing my husband he continues :
“ I take one sleeping-

draught after another to deaden the pain, and for all

that 1 cannot slcej). To-day I will take such a dose

that I lose uiy wits. . .
.” The whole letter sounded

like the last wail of his tortured soul. The bow snapped,

the hero broke down—during the last days of 1888 a

pai’alytic stroke ftvertook our loved one, and crippled

that incomparable brain for ever.

On what day his mental trouble declared itself cannot

be precisely determine<l
;
we oidy know that it was

during the last days of 1888. The pe(»ple of the house

noticed nothing, they only wondered why he drank so

much water, sometimes three or four carafes at a time

;

till suddenly, while walking in the street near his

lodgings, he fell down and was \inable to get up again.

TTiw landlord found him, and with much effort succeeded

in helping him up to his room. He lay there about two

days on the sofa, scarcely moving and never uttering a

word. When he woke up from this lethargic state, the

symptoms of mental derangement were clearly apparent

;

he talked loudly to himself, sang and played very loudly
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and would not admit any one into his room : he said he
was composing an orsftorio. £(b lost the sense for the
value of money, paying, for instance, twenty francs for

a small repair to a tea-um, for which one franc was asVed ;

stni, he went out at times. The idea that, owing to

causes which will be described later, he walked a^ut
alone in the streets of Turin without complete posses-

sion of his senses, a target for the nondescript crowd*
that thronged around him, is indeed heart-rendiag. At
this period, too, he covered some sheets of paper with

the wildest fantasies, mingling the legend of Dionysos

Zagreus with the story, of the Passion and with the

history of people whpm he knew. The god, torn to

pieces by his enemies, rises again and walks along the

banks of the Po, seeing all that he has ever loved, his

ideals, the ideals of the present age, far beneath him.

His nearest and dearest have become enemies, who have

tom him to pieces. These three sheets, which were

addressed to my husband in Paraguay and to our mother,

contain attacks upon Wagner, Schopenhauer, Bismarck,

the Emperor, Professor Overbeck, Peter Gast, Frau
Cosiroa Wagner, my husband, my mother and myself.

He signed all his letters at the time “ Dionysos ” or

“The Crucified One.” Even these notes contain pas-

sages of arresting beauty, but on the whole they are

clearly the work of a fevered brain. In the first years

after my brother’s stroke, when we still cherished the

vain hope that he might recover, these papers were all

destroyed by my mother. She thought that Fritz, with

his warm heart and admirable taste, would be deeply

wounded if be ever came upon such writings in after

years. I made myself a copy from one of the sheets.

Some of the letters signed “Dionysos” or “The
Grudfied One ” reached Bile. Jakob Burckhardt

received one, and, forgetting his old antipathy, to

Overbeck, visited the latter to ask him what he thought

of it. Overbeck also received one of these letters, but
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did not take it so seriously ; as he told my mother, he
regarded it as a curious joke. Later on, Overbeck went

with the two letters to Professor Dr. Wille, director

of the local asylum, a kindly and conscientibus man, for

whom my brother had a great liking. Professor Wille

overcame Overbeck’s hesitation and urged Kim to go off
^

^
at once to Tur4i. It was difficult for Overbeck to decide

upon this step ; but the fact that he went must always

be accounted to him as an arduous and genuine proof ef

friendship. Wille told me later that he greatly regretted

not having given Overbeck one of his own assistants,

who could have taken with hinv.all the necessary medical

outfit. We also regretted this loiter, especially as the

companion whom Overbeck took was evidently a person

of dubious character. Not only did he demand an

exorbitant fee for his journey, and afterwards pester my
mother with his claims, hut we suspect also that through

his agency tliat roving manuscript of my brother’s fell

into strange hands.

The Italian owners of the house where my brother

lodged were deeplymoved by hisjoy at meeting Overbeck.

He ran towards Overl^eck with open arms, saying to him

in Italian “My dear fellow, I’ve been living extravagantly,

and no doubt you are bringing me some more money.”

(Nevertheless, over 900 francs were found among his

papers.) Then he burst into tears. I must mention

here that my narrative of the last days in Turin is derived

entirely from that Italian acquaintance of my husband’s,

who at the latter’s request had at once gone to ask the

g;ood people of the house what could still be done. At

the time, these worthy Italians had no idea that their

lodger was a famous man, and they told in all simplicity,

without any exaggeration, how things had gone with

my brother. They did not even attempt to put them-

selv^ in a favourable light, but regarded all that they

had done as a mere matter of duty. I cannot deny that

I recognise a good deal of unfeeling exaggeration in
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Orerbeck’s account ; Peter Gast was of the same (pinion,

and for this reason tte did not show me the letters

addressed to him hj Overheck. I read these letters for

the first time in Bernoulli’s hook. I was much affected

when Overheck told me that my brother had sung his

Venetian gondola song, from Ecce Homo, with a catch in

his voice and a strange melody. Overbec^, who had not

yet seen the text, was amazed at its peculiar heauly.

Some of the isolated facts related by Overbeck in plain,

unvarnished fashion, were of great value to the doctors.

I forbear to dwell on this point, for it is to be dealt with

later by medical experts..

In Bale my brother was handed over to Professor

Wille. Some days later our mother fetched him thence

and, in the company of a doctor, took him to Jena. She
had at first insisted, with perfect justice, that she

had the right to make him stay with her. Over-

beck, however, was all against this step, and

accordingly my poor brother was taken to Jena. On
this subject I prefer to say as little as possible ; I will

only mention the fact that about eight months after his

arrival there I received a letter from Dr. Langbehn, the
“ Eembrandt-German,”^ saying how indignant he was at

seeing that none of my brother’s friends had investigated

the unsuitable conditions under which he was brought to

Jena. He had read Overbeck’s letters to the asylum

authorities, and was astonished to see that Overbeck

introduced the great Nietzsche as if he were some in-

significant scholar, without the remotest hint as to his

distinguished position. At that time Nietzsche’s name
was unknown in Germany. The only person who took

a kindly interest in my brother in Jena was Frau

Geheimrat’ Gelzer, whom I shall always remember with

heartfelt gratitude. The kindness that both she and her

f

> Author of the well-known book Emibfanii at Educator, whidh made a

great atir in QennaOT during the nineties.-—

T

b.

/.e., Mn. Privy Ooundllor.—Tb.
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husband showed towards the invalid, obscure philosopher

should never be forgottep. Our ihother was not allowed

to visit my brother at the asylum, because he was in the

men’s quarters. Thus it was a terrible shock to her

when Dr. Langbehn gave her such an unfavourable

account of the way in which the invalid had been brought

to Jena. I must, however, remark that Professor Bin-

swanger complied with my brother’s wishes as far as

possible and did much to alleviate his condition. The
mistake lay in Overbeck’s directions, based upon a false

sense of economy—a fact which made many people angry,

Gersdorff for instance. By way of excuse for Overbeck’s

ill-timed thriftiness 1 must obserAje that about this time

his BSle pension was reduced by one-third. Considering

the usual generosity of the BA,le authorities, I have never

been able to explain this action. Yet there was no need

to he saving, for in the meantime a large sum in royalties

had accumulated at the publisher’s. Together with the

illness, fame had come at last.

Dr. Langbehn, above all, blamed Nietzsche’s friends

for not supplying the doctors w'ith any material for

diagnosing the case, neither specimens of his handwriting

nor any particulars of his previous life, regarding the use

of sleeping-draughts and so forth. Dr. Langbehn did

not write to me in Paraguay a single syllable concerning

his intention to cure my brother, until the whole project

had been abandoned. My mother, however, wrote to me
of Langbehn. “ God has sent me an angel.” Both now

requested that my brother should be taken to Naumburg,

to stay with our mother : Langbehn wished to support

her in her attendance on him, and even to eifect a cure.

.... This commendable plan, owing mainly to Over-

beck’s objections, but also to other influences, was not

immediately carried out. Accordingly Dr. Langbehn

became highly indignant and reproached my mother with

being pulled this way and that by various influences.

The death of my husband necessitated my staying in
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Paraguay, until I could set my affairs in order and

deliver the colony intd other hands. It made me very

sad to hear from Dr. Langbehn that he nras entirely

withdrawing from the case. In 1893, long after my
return to Germany, he wrote to me :

“ 1 am still firmly

convinced that I could have effected at the least a marked
and permanent improvement, more probably a complete

cure, if I had been able to continue the treatment in the

way I intended. At the time, I declared myself ready

for every sacrifice of strength, time and money. My
offers were rejected : the responsibility for this rests on

other shoulders. May .they not find the burden too

heavy ! Very likely matters would have taken a different

course, if you had been in Germany at the time. In any

case you will not misconstrue my intentions ; and this

brings me to the main object of my letter. If you think

you owe me any gratitude for those intentions, I beg you

to prove it, in your forthcoming biography of your

brother, bv making no mention of my name or of what I

did.”

This is the reason why I made no allusion to the affair

while Dr. Langbehn was still living. I should like to

emphasize the fact that he was inspired by the noblest

motives, in seeking to remove my brother from the Jena

asylum, where the conditions were so unsuitable for a

man of his status, and to effect a cure himself. My
mother, too, gratefully acknowledged that he had given

her the courage to insist on my brother being brought

to Naumburg. This was actually done after he had been

at Jena for about a year. How deeply my brother suf-

fered under the various drawbacks at Jena—^although,

with that inborn courtesy w'hich never left him even

during his insanity, he made no complaint on the subject

—^is shown by the touching words which he wrote for a

gentleman who asked for his autograph : »

** There are losses which exalt the soul, so that it forhears

to whine, and walks silently under tall, black .cypresses.”
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I am often asked to what causes I ascribe his insanity.

Before I answer this question, I should like to point out

that before the blow fell neither we ourselves nor any of

his friends and acquaintances detected the slightest trace

of mental disorder. Thoughtless adversaries have said

that my brother’s insanity was the natural outcome of

his intellectual development, and they attempt to give

an entirely false picture of his books and of his per-

sonality. Unpleasant motives generally underlie such

statements. One must only believe the evidence of

impartial witnesses who were associated with him for any
length of time. I refer, for, instance, to the account

given by Dr. Paueth, and meutiqp further the reminis-

cences of Baroness Plankner-Seckendorff, who, as has

already been mentioned, was at the same boarding-house

as my brother in Nice during the winters 1886-87 and

1887-88. As in the case of all women whom he regarded

as devout Christians, he had implored her not to read his

books. Scarcely a year after she last saw him, she hap-

pened to read in a newspaper that a Professor Nietzsche

had become insane, and that he had written books of

consummate importance. “ Good heavens !
” she ex-

cla'mied, “ is that the Professor Nietzsche whom I knew ?
”

The same journal stated that the author of these won-

derful boo^ had been weak, sickly and neurotic. That

same afternoon, a literaiy friend had asked her whether

she had not been for two winters at Nice a fellow-guest

of Professor Nietzsche, the author of Beyond Good and

Evil. '* No,” she answered, the Nietzsche whom I

knew was neither weak nor sickly, and he was not at all

subject to changes of mood. He was always in the best

of spirits, and we often quarrelled as to who should sit

near him at table, because such lively, interesting con-

versations always went on there.” It was difficult to

pesBuade her that the Nietzsche described in the article

was the Nietzsche whom she had known so well.

Professor Kaftan, too, says of his intercourse with toy
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brother at Sils-Maria in the late summer of 1888 : We
saw each other every day for thcee weeks ; we took long

walks together, and discussed everything fully and

fireely, just as if we had been old friends. At B&le we
had been on good terms with each other, but our

acquaintance there was superficial. Hence it never

ceased to cause me surprise that on this occasion he lost

no opportunity of meeting me, and from the first put our

relations on such an intimate footing. I mentftm this

fact in order to show that I was in a position to judge

accurately of his condition at the time. During the

whole of those three weeks I never noticed in him the

slightest trace of incipient lunacy.”

Among the immediate causes of his insanity I include

the enormous strain both on his intellect and on his

shoi*t-sighted eyes. When we look at the notes and the

manuscripts for that tremendous outjmt of June

—

December, 1888, and consider how carefully he read the

proofs in order to make further coiTection.s, we are

inclined to ask ourselves how he managed to get through

the work at all. Those who are not short-sighted cannot

realise how terribly exhausting it is to write under such

conditions. After a time the stooping position comes to

have an injurious effect on the nerves of the head and of

the stomach. There is no kind of spectacles which

allows of one’s holding one’s head up
;
the lens which my

brother really ought to have worn makes the writing

appear so small that it is of no use. This strain of the

muscles of eye and neck I regard as one of the con-

tributaiy causes. Besides these general conditions, we
must mention a particular drawback. The terrible

weather in the Engadine had brought on an attack of

influenza, which tormented him for weeks and had a

very lowering effect. It left behind it an ** absurd

insomnia,” which made him once more have reoourset to

sleeping-draughts.

Above all I regard two sleeping-draughts, chloral and
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Jaranese narcotic, as responsible for his paralytic stroke.

My brother had a real ^ndness ^or chloral, principally

because it did not make him feel slack next morning,

and thus enabled him to go on working. He writes to

me ; “I have such a gigantic task before me, that I must
not lose a single hour, and must resort to all expedients

that may incre|U9e my working-powers.” He was under
* no delusion as to the dangerous nature of this drug, and
had indeed observed from it a curious effect, which was
perhaps quite individual, but which will be of interest to

medical men. In the winter of 1882-8, owing to that

terrible influenza, he had for the first time used chloral

regularly, in large doses. He was so unfavourably im-

pressed with its peculiar effects lhat in the spring of

1883 he did his best to cure himself of the habit. It

w'as his opinion that under the influence of the drug he

had written letters which afterwards seemed to him

entirely misguided
;
when he took chloral before going

to bed, it led next morning to a curiously excitable

condition, in which men and things appeared to him in a

totally false light. Towards noon, he thought, this

condition vanished, and “ more philanthropic sentiments
’’

returned. Accordingly he had become very careful,

although the sleep produced by chloral seems to have

been remarkably pleasant—^not dull and heavy, but filled

with delightful di-eams. When he was very busy,

however, or had met with annoying experiences, he

returned to the old habit. As he brootled over his

sorrows on those dark, sleepless nights, they seemed

doubly hard to bear, and the burden *was too heavy for

his sensitive soul. Thus in 1884 he writes regarding an

unpleasant contretemps

:

“ It was painful and horrible to

me—at last I have gone back to the old remedy. I

sleep well, but sleep is followed by misanthropy and

dejection, though I am usually so well-disposed to all

the world.” I am convinced, by the way, that he would

have given up chloral altogether, had not the doctors
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repeatedly assured him that the drug was entirely in-

nocuous. In the end my brother himself discovered its

duigeih, for instance that its effect varies in different

ba|es. T^r those who eat heavily and drink alcohol, it is

said tg be relatively harmless ; but for my brother, who,

if indeed in later days he altered in this respect, was
never a hearty eater and hardly ever dra^k wine or beer,

the use of chloral was a most hazardous experiment.
'

If only he had kept to this one drug, however, the

result might have been less serious. Unfortunately, in

1884 so far as I remember, he got to know a Dutchman,

who recommended him aJavanese narcotic, and presented

him with a fairly h^ge bottle of this specific. The
stuff tasted like rather strong ''alcohol and had an

outlandish smell—and also an outlandish name, which

I can no longer remember, since we always called

it “ the Javanese nara>tic.’’ The Dutchman im-

pressed us with the fact that only a few drops should be

taken at a time in a glass of water. I tried it, and

observed a somewhat exhilarating efiect. ('or all that, I

disliked it very much, and implored my brother not to

rely on such unknown, untried remedies. Later, in the

autumn of 1885, he confessed to me tliat on one occasion

he had taken a few drojis too much, with the result that

he suddenly threw himself to the ground in a fit of

convulsive laughter. I am inclinecl to suspect that,

when in a state of depression, he again resorted to this

narcotic. Evidence may be found in the accounts of my
brother’s symptoms in the firet stages of his insanity ;

just as he had described to me on the above occasion, he

threw himself to the ground, laughing incessantly.

Another proof, I think, lies in the letters to Overbeck

and Peter Gast, where he betrays, after all his painful

experiences, an entirely unnatural tone of forced gaiety.

In one letter to Gast he speaks of his grins,” a term

which he would never have used of his own laughter, but

which must apply to the artificial laughter brought on
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by the Javanese narcotic. Finally, my brother himself

gave a hint that supports this theery. During the early

days of his insanity he used often to say in confidence Jo
our mother that he “ had taken twenty drops ” (hedid.not

mention of whnt), and that his brain had then “ gone oflF

the track.” Perhaps his short-sightedness led him to

pour in too much, and this may account for that terrible

• stroke.

Dr. Pnul Cohn, of Berlin, has made careful investiga-

tions as to the identity of this Javanese narcotic. I hope
that the result of his researches, when complete, will be
published. It is a pity that the bottle containing it has

been lost. My brother, if I underotand rightly, mentioned

the name of the drug to Prf)fe98or Wille, the director of

the B3,le asylum. “ Ni(‘tzfeche,” says Professor Wille,

“used sleeping-draughts which have as yet not been

fully tested by science. He was quite dazed when he

came to Bale, and this dazed condition lasted for three

days. Perhaps the worst of it all was he used both

chloral and the Javane.se dmg at the same time. Under
ordinary circumstances these poisons might not have

proved so injurious ;
but at a time when his mental

powers were being taxed to the uttermost their effect

was heightened a hundredfold.

The doctors afterwards diagnosed the case as one of

atyjnc paralysis, but the atypic element is so strongly

emphasised that the term “ paralysis ” seems quite out

of place. The sulisequent course of the disease shows no

similarity to other cases of “ progressive paralysis.” The

disease lasted nearly twelve years ; and while it is true

that the mental disability became physical as well,

because gradually the strokes recurred, still Professor

Ziehen of Jena, when he saw my brother after ten years

of insanity (on an unfavourable day and at seven o’clock,

when the weariness of evening was upon him), was

stru^ with the fact that his appearance was so unlike

that of an ordinary paralytic. It seems, therefore, that

L.N. » »
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the term “ paralysis ” cannot be applied to my brother’s

disease. The correct diagnosis, perhaps, would be this

:

a brain exhausted by overstrain dl the nerves of head and

eye could no longer resist taking drugs to excess, and

thus became disabled.

I apologise for venturing on this diagnosis without

expert knowledge of medicine. It is the diagnosis of an

outsider, as I must remark in all modesty, *but of an out-

sider who saw most of the invalid, knew all his 4'^tors,

and heard all that they had to say of his condition.



CHAPTER XXVIII

THE LAST PHASE
f

My brother once said that he must have definite proof
befoi’e'he could believe that a good man could possess

an extraoi’dinary intellect. I suppose no one any longer

denies Nietzsche’s claim to an “ extraordinary intellect,”

and thus we might l3e required to prove per contra, that

this man of extraordinary intellect was a good man as

well. If this needs proof, we may find the evidence in

tho.se long years of mental disability. What a touching

invalid he was ! His tender feeling, his magnanimity,

his consideration for others and desire to give pleasure,

all came out most strikiiifflv. Even the doctors could

only explain this unusual case by saying that his nature

was so thoroughly refined and spiritualised, that even

when the will failed and he could no longer act with set

purpose, his general manner underwent no change.

I can form no judgment of the period immediately

following the first stroke, when he was still under the

influence of those baneful drugs; for my husband’s death

an<l the ensuing complications detained me in Paraguay.

But in 1890, as soon ns I harl set things in oi'der, I

returne<l to Gennany in oi’der to fetch my mother and

brother. I was moved beyond words w'hen he used the

old nickname “ my dear Lama ” at our first meeting in

Naumburg. He had come to the station with flowers

for me, looked very well, and carried himself like a

soldier. No one would have taken this active walker for

an invalid. He was still able to carry on a regular con-

verdHtion ; thus we talked of Dostoievsky and his House

of the Dead, which we had both read in French. I thanked

him for having recommended me this author, and added
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that we had as yet no such psychologist among our

German writers. “ Whftt about pottfried Keller ? ” he

objected.

In February, 1891, when I was in Berlin, our mother

w'rote to me :
" I was reading aloud to him, and came

upon Zola’s name. ‘ Who is Zola ? ’ I asked. ‘ Isn’t his

Christian name Emill' said Fritz; ‘he lures in Paris.’

‘ A writer of songs, isn’t he ? ’ I went on. ‘ No,’ he

answered, ‘he’s a novelist, of Italian extraction*; his

family comes from Bergamo.’ . . . This evening Fritz

-was more inclined for conversation than ever. I asked

him what he remembered of Rocken, his home. * Wasn’t

there a summer-house,’ he s^id, ' a fish-pond and a lot of

fruit-trees ?
’—and named them all, including the quinces.

Then he spoke of grandma and of his aunts, and then of

the Ottos’ house [where we first lived in Naumburg].
* Wasn’t there a gunpowder explosion,’ he said, ‘ in which

all the windows w'ere broken—and didn’t old Frau Otto

stop a man taking straw through the Priestergasse,

because she thought his overloaded w'aggon had broken

the windows? And w'asn’t there once a fire in the

Priestergasse ? ’
. . .

” All the memories of childhood

were still present to his mind, and once when w'e were

walking in the snow he described in detail how' he and

I, as children of twelve and ten respectively, had lost our

way on an excursion to our grandparents. While I was

in Berlin, as isCbove stated, he wrote me a touching little

letter, containing the following stanza

:

*'The tie that aister binds to brother

Is strongest of all ties, I hold

:

They’re riyetted to one another

More firmly than by lines of gold.”

At this time our beloved invalid still took a lively

interest in all that went on in the house. He was

astonished, for instance, at the large number of visitors

who came after my return from Paraguay. One day he

turned to me and exclaimed, " Why are you so famous.
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Lisbeth ?
” The question was go pathetic, yet comic, that

I threw my arms rotmd him, crying and laughing at

once, and said,
" I’m not a bit famous—it’s only you who

are famous ! The people only come because they haven’t
seen me for so long.” Yet he shook his head and
remarked a^ain and again, “ Well, so the Lama is famous
too.” He was nearly always kind and am iahift

; and if

at times he grew angry or sullen and stared vacantly

into space, he had good reasons for so doing
;
he wanted

to be treated with respect, and not as an irresponsible

invalid.

1 could not succeed in persuading our dear mother to

come out with Fritz to me in*Paraguay. I hafl to go

there again alone, to set things in order, and did not

finally return to Germany until 189.3. I was very sorry

that I could not take Fritz with me
;
my large, cheerful

house, with its big verandahs, on the edge of the virgin

forest and with a wide view of country and river, would

have suited him admirably. He liked best of all to live,

winter and summer, in the open air, which, of course,

was impossible at Naumburg. My mother did indeed

take him for long walks during the warmer half of the

year, and even in winter she tried to go out with him, at

midday at least
;
but from January, 1894, when she her-

self euterad upon a long illness, she neither cared to

undertake such long walks herself nor would let me join

in them with Fritz, for she thought that they no longer

did him good. From the summer of 1894 to the spring

of 1897 was the worst period of my brother’s illness,

lie was so tremendously fond of the open air, and my
mother could not decide to grant my wish that we should

buy another house, with a big garden. She could not

bear to part with her little house
;
besides, a doctor had

put it into her head that my brother would not notice

the difference. These years were the unhappiest of my
life, for I saw that Fritz was cramped by the narrow

1*00016 in our little house and by the lack of fresh air.
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Yet I was amazed to se^ how patiently my brother put

up with these unpleasant conditions. He had always

been a dutiful son, and his infirmity did not change him
in this respect. He was, however, obviously getting

worse ; above all he could not find the right words for

what he wanted to say, and this made him depressed.

He also had painful yawning fits, and a* difficulty in

swallowing. When our mother fell ill again, in the

winter of 1896-97, she felt that the small house was
unsuitable and promised that when she was well again

she would move into a house out in the country, “ with

a garden all round it.” At Easter, 1897, however, our

dear mother passed away, and my brother and 1 had to

cany out the scheme alone.

The new house in Weimar was really beautiful, and

lay on high ground. My brother seemed to gain a new
lease of life, and I even hoped that he might become

quite well again. How he enjoyed the lovely view of

Weimar! There was no ugly house in front then, to

intercept the view of the town and of the mountains

behind. The wide horizon, with its cloud-forms and its

sunsets, was his greatest delight. My friend Professor

Hans Olde made a sketch of him in 1899, while he was

enjoying one of these sunsets. My brother’s happiest

hours were spent on the front veranda. The lofty, sunny

sitting-rooms and bedrooms, the comfortable bathroom

and the winter veranda at the back of the house also

pleased him immensely. He had always said that his

constitution was made for light and aii', and now his

words proved true in surprising fashion. He began once

more to hold conversations, made remarks on what was

read to him, and even tried to write—a feat rendered

impossible for years by the paralyris of his right aide.

The attempt was, indeed, not very successful. He
retained his courtesy and affability to the end, understoSd

all that went on around him, listened very attentively to

what was read to him, and sometimes himself chose
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books he wished to have read. Yet his organs of speech
did not always obey Ms thought, and this sometimes
made him irritable and impatient. If I asked him, on
such occasion^', whether he would like this or that, he
would answer, “ No—quite different !

” till at last I

made him happy by guessing right. He showed a

passionate fobduess for music (I often got first-rate

piano-players, such as Dr, Carl Fuchs and Miss Kate
Bruckshaw, to play to him)

; abo’^e all he enjoyed the

playing of his friend and disciple, Peter Cast, who had
migrated to Weimar.

This condition lasted until ‘the summer of 1898, when
he had a slight stroke that bit)ught about a change.

After May, 1899, when a severer stroke befell him, he

grew weaker and moi-e taciturn. He now found great

difficulty in speaking, and would not talk at all in the

presence <»f (»thers. “ I don’t speak prettily,” he used to

say, in a rueful tone. Still—just as during his last years

at Naumhurg—he could find words to voice some kindly

thought or to express his thanks. His gratitude towards

me was touching. How often he praised me for what I

did, how often he comforted me 'when I looked sad.

“ Why do you ciy, Lisbeth ?
” he would say,

“
'we’re

quite happy.”. He liked to hear- the storm roaring out-

sitle, but on those gloomy evenings, when we sat together

in silence and the wind howled dismally round the house,

bringing w’ith it doleful thoughts and memories, his hand

Would slip into mine, as if he felt the secret soitow in

my soul, and he Avould say “ Send the wind away, dear

sister,” Then T would draw the heavy curtains together,

turn up the light and begin to chat with him. I tried

to Ije cheerful with him Jis far as possible. He himself

had forgotten all the griefs and burdens of his life, and

one had to avoid reminding him of them in any way.

He remembered only the pleasant side of things
;
thus,

whenever we spoke of Wagner, he never omitted to add,

“ I loved him very dearly.”
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What right, indeed, had I to complain ? Had he not

himself taught me the terrible lesson that genius has

always a hard lot to boar ? “ There are many kinds of

hemlock,” he writes, “and as a rule destiny finds an
opportunity of making the free spirit drink a cup of this

poison—in order to ‘punish’ him, as all the world

explains. And what do the womenfolk ' about him do

then? They cry and wail and perhaps disturb the

thinker’s sunset rep<^>se, as they did in the Athenian

prison. ‘ 0 Criton, tell someone to take these women
away!’ said Socrates at Last.”—Well, I was not one

of those wailing women-*—his eventide was to me too

holy !
*

In general he did not care to have visitrn's, but when-

ever he expressed the desire, I asked some dear friend or

other to come and see him. Those who saw him then

can never forget the impression they received. Among
them were artists who tried to paint or carve his portrait.

The touching little statuette made by Arnold Kramer,

in Dresden, gives a mo.st vivid likeness of him as be sat

in his armchair, looking down at the Ijeautiful Thuringiau

Forest in the valley below.

Time bad made him more and more Iteautiful ; he

beamed graciously at his risitors, and if be liked the

look of them, shook hands with them warndy.

In the last w'eeks of his life, during the summer of

1900, a large number of visitors came to see him.

Among them was the Baroness von Ungern-Sternberg,

authoress of the excellent book Friedrich Nietzsche in the

Mirror.of his Writings, of who.se meeting with my brother

on her journey from Geneva to GeiM>a I have ah-eady

spoken. Her bofik contains the following account of the

1900 visit

:

“ At my argent request, we were to meet again after so many
yean, amid a little circle of intimate friends, old and new. I

longed for the meeting, yet dreaded it in a sense. The other

visitors were Gast—that warm-hearted man and expressive
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masician, whose acquaintance I ha^ had the good fortune to

make—and a young married couple who had recently become
disciples, a highly-cultured pair, aristocrats not merely by
birth, but in temperament. It was one of the invalid’s good
days, and so Fran Elisabeth took us up to her brother’s

rooms, which lay on the top stoiy, far removed from all

disturbing noiges.

“ How can I describe what I felt when I saw him then, with

all thp loftiness and beauty of his soul shining through his

form ! Above all, the beauty of his eyes, no longer veiled by
spectacles, was simply overpowering. Those deep-set, melan-

choly, star-like eyes, that seemed to rove the distance and
yet to look within, exerted a magnetic influence which could

not fail to affect any sensitive nature
“ He was dressed in flowing white robes,^ and was resting

upon a divan. 1 approached timidly, introduced by his sister

thus :
' Dearest, I am bringing you a dear friend of whom we

have often spoken.’ With both hands I clasped bis slender,

wasted right hand—the hand that had recorded on paper

such imperishable thoughts, aere perennuu—and whispered

:

‘ We met, long, long ago in Italy, in Genoa and Pisa.' He
looked at me searchingly, shook his great head, and directed

an inquiring glance at his sister, who spoke to him in soft,

endearing words.
" Under the hands of Meister Peter Gast splendid chords,

mighty waves of melody burat forth from the piano. The

effect of this music on Nietzsche was magical ; it thrilled his

whole frame like some electric spark. His face beamed with

rapture, his whole body quivered in feverish excitement, and a

new current of life seemed to flow through those maimed,

transparent hands. They broke through the fetters of

paralysis, and were gently struck together in token of applause.

He could not do enough to show his pleasure; the chords

were already dying away, but, looking at his sister, seeking

and finding her ready sympathy, he still trembled with

excitement, and betrayed his delight in his eyes and in the

ceaseless clapping of his hands. It was a sight for the gods.

The witnesses of the scene withdrew with tears in their eyes,

filled with inexpressible emotion. Handshaking and tears

relieved the tension of our souls.”

‘ During his butt yean he wore a long robe of thick white luaterial

riuiilar to the dress of a ^tholic priest.
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On Monday, AugMst 20th, he suddenly caught a

feverish cold. His breuthini^ became difficult, and it

seemed as if inflammation of the lungs would set in. In
a few days, however, with the able help of the doctor,

the danger seemed to be removed ; the doctor even

thought that he would not have to come again. Yet,

towards noon, on Friday, August 24Lh, while I was
sitting opposite Fritz, bis wln>le expression .suddenly

changed, and he sank back unconscious, seized with a

paralytic stroke. A terrible storm came tm. and it

seemed as if his noble spirit sought to pass away amid

thunder and lightning. CJnce more, however, he recovered,

regained consciousness in the evening, and even tried to

speak. At tAvo o’clt)ck in the morning, when I handed
him a refreshing di-aught and moved the lampshade

aside, so that he could see me, he cried out joyfully,

“ Elisabeth !
” so that I thought the crisis was over.

But his beloved face changed more and more
;

the

shadows of death began to overspread it, his breathing

grew more and more laboui'ed. Once again he opened

bis glorious eyes :
“ He opened and closed his lips,

IcKjking like one who still has something to say and

hesitates to say it. And those wffio watched him thought

they saw' his face redden a little.” Then came a slight

tremor, a deep breath—and softly, without a struggle,

with a last solemn, inquiring glance he closed his eyes

for ever.

“ Such was the passing of Zarathustra. ”
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RENAISSANCE
. By count ARTHUR DE GOBINEAU

»
Tianslated by Paul V. Cohn, with an Introductory Essay on

Count Gobinbau’s Life and Work, by Dr. Oscar Levy

One Volume, Demy Svo, Illustrated, los. net

London : william heinemann

“ These five historical dramas cover the flowering time of
the Italian Renaissance from the rise to prominence of
.Savonarola (1492) to the last days of Michael Angelo
(about 1560). While grouped round the leading figures

who provide the titles—Savonarola, Cesare Borgia,
Julius II., Leo X., and Micha*l^ngelo—^the plays intro-

duce almost every interesting character of the period.

Nor are we only concerned with the great names: the
author aims at catching the spirit of the people, and the
thoughts and feelings of soldier, artisan, trader, and

. their womenfolk find ample voice in his pages.

The Italian Renaissance is an epoch of peculiar

interest to English readers, not least because of its

profound influence on our own Elizabethan age. It is

perhaps the most many-sided period in history: even
fifth-century Greece scarcely contributed so much—or

at any rate so much that has survived—^to the world of

politics, art and thought. Now while this interest is

amply reflected in contemporary literature, from the

monumental work of Symonds down to the flotsam and
jetsam of everyday fiction, there is one kind of man
who more than an historian would show insight into

this age, and that is a poet.

It is as a poet’s work that Gobineau’s “ Historical

Scenes ” recommend themselves to the public. But

there are many kinds of poets : there is the religious and

moral kind, there is the irreligious and sub-moral kind,

and there is the super-religious and super-moral kind.

Only the last-named can understand, can feel, can

sympathise with such mighty figures as Cesare Bor^a
and Julius II.—^the religious poet being inclined to paint

them as monsters, the sub-religious as freaks and
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neurotics. Similia similibus

:

equals caiT only be
recognised by their eqtials, and Gobineau was hitni>cl£ a
type of the Renaissance flung l}y destiny into an age
low bourgeois and socialist ideals. In a century swayed
by romanticism and democracy, Gobineau was a classic

and an aristocrat. He is a forerunner .of Nietzsche
(“the only European spirit I should care to converse
with,*’ said Nietzsche of him in a letter),*and as such is,

peculiarly fitted to deal with one of the few periods that

was iiot dominated by the moral law. For thisVeason
Gobineau cannot fail to attract the large and ever-

growing circle of students of Nietzsche in this country
and America. ^
" I can only add that this is i volume of serious import, worth reading from

cover to cover, a book which even a jaded reviewer closes with a sigh of regret

that he has not got to read it all over again.*'—G. S. Layard in the Bookman.

" We scarcely know whether to be more struck with the truth or liveliness of
these portraits. Savonarola, for example, is something more than the Savonarola
of history and tradition Not only is the character of the man subtly brought
out; not only are we made aware, for the first time, adequately, of that devouring
egotism which could see nothing but self as God s instrument, self as the scourge
of Florence, self as the inspired prophet : but beneath all this and vouching for

It is the consciousness of the reality of the man. the consciousness th.it his cries

of distress are real cries, and hts moments of fierce aspiration and black despair
genuine experiences. More touching and even more lifelike is the figure of

^lichael Angelo, a figure in the main familiar to us, but endowed with advancing
years with a peace of mind, a lucidity of intelligence, and a breadth of sympathy
such as were foreign to its young and stormy epoch. The last scene between
Michael Angelo and Vittoria Colonna is a noble one, and can be read more than
once with pleasure."

—

The Morning Post.

A debt is due to Dr. Oscar Levy for bringing before English readers this trans-

lation of that great work of Count Gobineau, in which, through the medium of

the drama, he reveals his reverence for the spirit that inspired the Italian Renais-
sance. The plays constituting the book are five in number. * Savonarola,' *Cesare
Borgia,* * Julius II.,* * Leo X.,* and ' Michael Angelo ’—and nothing more brilliant

has appeared in recent times. In scope we can only compare with it Mr. Hardy's
' Dynasts,' but no more striking contrast could be conceived than the creations of

these two geniuses. Through the pagiss of these plays moves the whole glittering

pageant of the fifteenth and sixteenth ccnturie.s, a mob of soldiers, priests, artists

men and women, slaying, plundering, preaching, poisoning, painting, rioting, and
loving. While out of the surgent mass rise the figures of the splendid three, Borgia,

Julius, and Michael Angelo, dominating all by the sheer greatness of their ideas and
their contempt for other men's opinions. They are the great aristocrats of their

time, and the five plays—really one in conception—are an a.ssertion of the saving

grace of aristocracy, of the glory of race, at a time when the democratic flood,

whose source is Christianity, was beginning to pour over Europe, to the over-

whelming of all greatness of thought and art. The translation, which is excellent,

is by Paul V. Cabn .*'

—

Glasgow Herald.
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